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Here fairies —if fairies they were—who floated 
on the air above the cradle of Fernand Noziére, for 
by this name Fernand Wey] wishes to be known, did 
not sear his lips with a burning coal. Instead they 
just flicked his mouth with the tips of their imma- 
terial fingers, dusting upon his temperament a deli- 
cacy and lightness that have been always the most 
marked characteristic of everything he has written 
for the French stage. 

The Parisian salons of the nineties —and «the 
nineties in Paris mixed upon the palette of the dec- 


ade more than a mere mauve — knew him: — light, 


IX 
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careless, scintillating — above all, observing and ab- 
sorbing. Literature? Certainly. All cultured gentle- 
men had at their tongues’ ends the clever polished 
phrases of the masters of the eighteenth century, and 
all good conversationalists had at their wits’ ends the 
philosophical opinions of those same daring and daz- 
zling thinkers. Writing? One might if one wished 
to do so, but not too seriously, perhaps. Life was 
hardly worth getting excited about in any case. 

One is now tempted to believe that the youthful 
Noziére was writing more sedulously and more care- 
fully than he ever let acquaintances know. His first 
paper in an obscure review might have remained for- 
ever unknown to us, but the ferreting eye of the edi- 
tor of Le Temps fell upon it. And as real life some- 
times imitates art ( to quote Oscar Wilde ) the great 
man invited the unknown youngster to contribute to 
the dignified daily. And as art can duplicate its own 
fictional successes, so less frequently may the life that 
imitates art, this first article in the newspaper was 
spied by the editor of L’//ustration, who in turn in- 


vited the beginner to contribute to his periodical. So 
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for a long period the future Fernand Noziére — then 
calling himself André Fagel — wrote steadily. Grad- 
ually he turned to dramatic criticism, and then, in- 
oculated by the inevitable virus, to the composition 
of plays themselves. 

Never fired with the rage of prophecy, never 
vexed to literary assault and battery, never whipped 
to a rage over abuses, never inspired by a doctrine, 
Fernand Noziére has contentedly and competently 
written successful dramas— some score or more — 
of all lengths, of all varieties, of all periods. Giving 
always the impression of the literary dilettante, some- 
what always the aristocrat with a happy knack, some- 
what always the detached artist, Noziére spreads the 
impression that he is usually dragged into the thea- 
ter, that he would much rather cultivate himself than 
concoct plots, unless — and in this lies the essence of 
his charm—he may be allowed to elaborate care- 
fully and delicately some theme stimulated in his 
imagination by the power of some already existing 
literary masterpiece. In England only a few artists 


such as Mr. Aldous Huxley realize the fanciful charm 
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of literary allusion, the power of gracious erudition; 
but French literature is always marked by the accept- 
ance of the scholarly tradition. Jules Lemaitre dared 
conceive two volumes of his short stories with the 
title On the Margins of Old Books. 

It is to such imaginative stimulation that Noziére 
turns most gratefully. Yet often what one feels is his 
natural selection has been supplemented by the de- 
liberate invitation and arranging of outside influ- 
ences. Several years ago Paul Reboux produced a 
novel, La Maison de Danses. Charles Muller made 
a play of it. (If you like the uniques of literature, you 
should remember that these two men later wrote 
those delicious satiric criticisms under the disguise of 
literary parodies in the various series of A la Maniére 
de and dealt exaggeratedly with the woes of Euro- 
pean travel in Rikette aux Enfers.) But the exotic, 
the bizarre, above all the romantic are Noziére’s 
milieu, so he was called in by the producer to make 
of Muller’s drama an acting stage play. Just twenty 


years ago it was one of the decided successes of the 
Théatre du Vaudeville. 
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Tricks of course there are in the plot, but the cab- 
aret in Cadiz lives in the squalor, the passion, the 
truckling, the superstition, the music, the vehemence 
of the persons cajoled, stirred, and deceived by Es- 
trella, the serving drudge who becomes the alluring 
dancer, great—yes, great enough at the end to es- 
cape from her three persecuting lovers and deserve a 
place in the theaters of Paris. What more could a 
Parisian audience ask? What more could a shrewd 
boulevardier do for a girl? So easy is it to see all that 
glitters on the surface of this story of passion that a 
reader may miss the touches of deeper reality —if 
not of realism. The flight to Paris may appear to be 
only the apotheosis of the Parisian, yet is it not more: 
— is it not the culmination of that heart cry for the 
exaltation of the artist? We may see in Estrella 
merely the courtesan dancer; yet may she not be at 
the end the symbol that follows after reality: — the 
symbol of woman who leads yet who eludes all men? 
With Alfred Savoir as collaborator Noziére pro- 
duced under the lead of Tolstoi La Sonate a Kreut- 


zer, which by one of those delicate little ironies of 
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French nomenclature is called, in spite of the hus- 
band’s strangling his wife to death before the last 
speech of the play, a comedy. To be entirely accurate, 
there is hardly a speech after the assassination, for the 
only sound the unspeakable Russian makes as he 
drops his wife’s body is “Ouf!” The title indicates 
the tragic conclusion, of course, but it is almost 1m- 
possible during most of the action to believe that 
there must be sacrifice at the end. Noziére is so essen- 
tially the habitué of the salon, the associate of the so- 
phisticate, that he perforce makes his Russian egocen- 
trics trace outside edges on thin ice. 

The suspecting husband tries to induce the pianist 
friend to boast of his conquests. There have been 
capitulations, the latter admits, but he adds ruefully 
that the vogue of musicians has fallen with the rise 
of aviation. Though we in the audience have been 
harrowed by the report of the wife’s attempted sui- 
cide, we are led to snicker nervously when the calcu- 
lating husband, having learned that the effects of 
morphine would become apparent in four minutes 


remembers that she called wildly for help before two 
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minutes had elapsed. His whole future will be mas- 
tered by her flourishing a phial, which may after all, 
contain absolutely nothing. His children? What as- 
surance has he in them? What comfort can he draw 
from their talents when he listens to the pseudo-scien- 
tific ramblings of his doctor uncle? 

“‘Isn’t precocity a result of alcohol? If your little 
daughter shows much talent for music, it may be be- 
cause you took a drop too much Kimmel one eve- 
ning.” 

When he doesn’t write of Saigon, or French 
Africa, or Madagascar, or Siam, or Spain (and No- 
ziére as we have seen did use that country ) the ro- 
mantic Parisian must write of the glory of the patri- 
otic soldier, interpret that patriotic soldier as he will, 
whether with Victor Hugo in Les Misérables, or with 
Emile Zola in Le Débacle, or with Guy de Maupas- 
sant in Mdlle. Fifi. Noziére could no more resist the 
call than an infant can the petite vérole volante ( par- 
don, the chicken-pox); only, he did inject an ele- 
ment of originality into his treatment of the glory 


that is the soldier’s by arranging with his colleague 
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Lucien Descaves to dramatize the Paris Commune of 
1870. This choice exemplifies the audacity of talent, 
if not of genius, for of all the sordid and futile ges- 
tures of Parisian history, this crazy dream was per- 
haps the least rational. 

Like most plays dealing with military events, La 
Saignée is hardly more than a series of dramatized 
episodes, culminating in the theatrical trick of the 
return to Paris ten years later of the sturdy patriot 
Mulard, who surrounded by a mob at the Porte St. 
Martin obligingly halts his flacre and from its step 
harangues about the old tried and true triplets — 
liberty, equality, fraternity. 

The period was a difficult one to render appeal- 
ingly toa modern audience, yet the play was a grand 
success at the Ambigu. One would guess that it must 
have been. Theater and treatment were skilfully 
mated. The scenes are colorful, moving despite their 
generally somber tone, varied from pathetic to vio- 
lent, yet they seem more like a course in recent his- 
tory than a drama, more like a broad fresco in red- 


dened tints than a performance. 
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Where else shall a derivative literary experimenter 
seek influence and inspiration? In Russia certainly. 
With M. Bienstock, Noziére concocted a play based 
on Dostoievski’s strange story, The Idiot. Only The 
Brothers Karamazov has successfully put Dostoiev- 
ski’s ingrown persons on the stage. Even the skill of 
these two clever craftsmen of the theater and the act- 
ing of Mme. Rubenstein could not carry this drama 
to anything higher than a succes d’estime. 

The assured weight of most classic novels prevents 
their satisfactory dramatization. Noziére’s next ven- 
ture with Russian material was happier because initi- 
ated and consummated in a manner entirely differ- 
ent. Nicolai Evreinov was in Paris. Noziére wished 
to translate or adapt the unusual fantasy The Essen- 
tial, in which the bitter antagonist of the Moscow 
Art Theater’s school of realism (so out-moded in 
western Europe now ) toyed like a fanciful child 
with characters and fate, indifferently juggling fact 
and extravagance, reality and dream, truth and par- 
adox, until a spectator is bewildered by the rushing 


waves of change and seeming inconsequence. 
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The Russian stage director read his script to No- 
zi¢re word’ by word, commenting freely on all the 
implications of his bare text. This produced a literal 
translation over which the Frenchman worked under 
the directions of the original author. Together they 
cut the manuscript (joy of joys, that a Russian 
should consent to some telescoping of his creation! ) 
until the departure of Evreinov to the United States 
made further adaptation impossible. In 1926, then, 
on the stage of the Théatre de L’Atelier, this amus- 
ing and arresting comedy under the title La Comédie 
d’ Amour was displayed to a bemused public, months 
before the world was swept off its critical feet by the 
avalanche of Pirandelloism from Italy. The Russian 
dramatist, though miles from the realism of Stanis- 
lavsky, was a foe to any obscurity, no matter how ex- 
plained by canons of art; therefore his philosophical 
juggling with humart emotions is always clearer cut 
than the Italian’s; the passes are made before the 
spectator’s eyes, not in the realm of his subconscious- 
ness. We know his characters for what they are, not 


for what they seem to be, as is the case with virtually 
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all (except the play director) in Pirandello’s Six 
Characters in Search of an Author. 

In this adaptation from the Russian, Noziére keeps 
the exotic flavor of the invention, the situations, and 
the persons. He preserves convincingly the illusion 
of fiction trespassing on reality. Fantasy rules; at 
times forgetting to remain fantasy and evolving into 
satire of modern society and ancient opinions. 

Here again, Noziére announces his belief in the 
reality of unreality, in the power of the intangible. 
“You begin to realize,” remarks one person of the 
play, “that illusion is stronger in life than on the 
stage.” 

That dictum might almost be called the dramatic 
and critical creed of Fernand Noziére. 

To tell the truth Noziére is less skilful —in con- 
ception of plot, at least — when he is dealing alone 
with his own original matter. 

In a Paris bar just at closing time René meets 
Francine Stowe, whom he loved long years ago, now 
the widow of a wealthy American. Debonair, at- 


tractive, careless, he has attempted all the delicate 
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vices and blown away all his losses with a farewell 
kiss accompanied by a nonchalant shrug. But now 
his gambling has cost him the loss of his home; noth- 
ing remains for him but the gentlemanly act of blow- 
ing a nonchalant kiss with the tips of his fingers to 
the gay old world. From this Francine saves him, with 
the inevitable result that she becomes his mistress. In 
a French play it is as dangerous for a man to be saved 
by a woman as it is in an American one for him to 
save her from drowning or from mangling by a 
speeding motor car. So far there is no real conflict in 
the story of Notre Amour, acted in 1926. 

Noziére concocts his struggle late in the action. 
The love of Francine and René deserves more than 
voluntary association — though why in Paris is rather 
difficult to understand. He will marry her, and the 
relationship seems easy enough to adjust, except that 
those troublesome old dramatic laws handed down 
time out of mind by the ancient Greeks and fastened 
on modern literary practitioners by the classic proce- 
dures of the seventeenth century dramatists in France 


demand some wrestling of the protagonist against 
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external fate or his own eternal soul. René, then, 
must develop scruples or assume them. In one way 
or the other —or by combining both methods — he 
gets them:—he will marry Francine but not her 
fortune. 

This seems like rather a shabby genteel trick, for 
after the author has trumped up a soul struggle for 
his hero this worthy immediately shifts it from his 
own lacerated soul to the heart of his mistress. The 
conflict rages through the last act until she magnani- 
mously disposes of it by a last minute denouement. 
She will have her husband by relinquishing her 
money. One may ask what of the life of the two 
after the last curtain falls, but Noziére would adroitly 
declare that anything not in the play need not con- 
cern us. 

In Notre Amour —as in everything Noziére pens 
—there are delightful stretches, but as a whole the 
play is merely so-so. 

A closer gripping of realistic facts of the lives of 
two persons is shown us in Le Marie d’Aline. A 


singer makes a successful debut. Will this change her 
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feeling for her faithful but humble suitor? Most ex- 
perts in French artistic circles (in literary delinea- 
tions ) would predict that it would. Shall the assured 
musician accept the dazzling offer of her manager or 
stay with the worshipping friends of her own fire- 
side? With touches of delicate shading, pretty charm, 
ingenuous and touching sentiment, Noziére makes 
her choose humble content. 

Later, the feted singer, married to her faithful 
Fernal, has become the mistress of the wealthy man- 
ufacturer who has made her career possible. Borrow- 
ing perhaps from Guy de Maupassant, the dramatist 
shows us how the trusting husband discovers that her 
imitation pearl necklace is genuine. When his fears 
are confirmed, what shall the husband do? First, he 
can deliver his biting opinions of the smart world of 
Deauville, and finally he can leave his false wife to 
her despair. : 

From keen realism this play mellows into delicious 
romanticism in the last act. Its other delightful contrast 
is between the healthy bohemianism of the first act 


and the exotic artificiality of the two succeeding ones. 
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In another play, produced at the Théatre Michel 
in 1926, Noziére deals with a situation almost Zola- 
esque in its outline and implications. The drama was 
at first entitled Le Piége, and by this name it should 
have been known on the stage, but there is an opin- 
ion stated in the lines that “‘the flesh has reasons not 
known by either the brain or the heart’; and in addi- 
tion there can be a more suggestive title than Le 
Piége, therefore the play is called La Peau. 

Years before, a pair of lovers departing for South 
America left behind in rural France their daughter to 
be reared as a servant by former domestics of theirs. 
Later found by the lover of the girl’s mother, he as- 
sumes the responsibility for her and pays the bills. 
Then very subtly there steals over the girl an appal- 
ling transformation. Her melancholy resignation, so 
affecting to a man, so appealing to an elder, is noth- 
ing more than a cloak of hypocrisy. From the covered 
depths of her disposition stirs and surges her mother’s 
nature. It glows like a resuscitated coal; it burns like 
a fanned flame; and the sedate man of fifty becomes 


a prey to the cold and calculating ingenue. 
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Here in this drama, here for the first time outside 
the novel is a new idea and an audacious situation. 
Noziére has in this theme chanced upon or created 
an amazing complication around and over which his 
talent glints and darts with comprehending tact that 
never spoils his gradual analysis. Not often has No- 
ziére sounded such profundities; not often has he 
risen so high; not often has he been so consistently 
serious. 

It has been said already that Noziére is most de- 
lightful in his literary derivativeness. On a theme 
from Dostoievski he produced L’Eternal Marie 
(191r); on a story from Maupassant Bel Ami 
(1912); on a play by Aristophanes Les Ovseaux 
(1911); ona conte by LaFontaine Joconde (1911); 
on a plot from La Clos Les Liaisons Dangereuses 
(1907); ona theme from the younger Crebillon Les 
Hasards du Coin du Feu (1907). 

For a literary occidental there is always a slight 
shock when the romanticism of Greek art and life 
passes over into the realism furnished by learning 


that the Hellenes colored their statues and painted 
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their stone temples. Assured as he has been a hun- 
dred times that the chief glory of literature of the re- 
mote past is that it shows that human nature has 
never changed; convinced in his own mind that men 
and women have never on this earth been much bet- 
ter or much worse than they are today; he is never- 
theless slightly startled to read those extracts — either 
ancient or modern —that prove that the spirit of 
man and the disposition of woman have been immu- 
table through all the passing centuries. 

How remote —and therefore romantic — the he- 
taire seemed, when called by that euphonious name! 
How like the creatures in the hotel lobby last evening 
when delineated as they are by such French masters 
as Pierre Louys, Jules Lemaitre, and Fernand No- 
ziere. 

In our minds’ eyes Byzantium is a glorious con- 
glomeration of Ben Hur, the Crusades, Pierre Lott, 
the early Church Fathers, and The Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire. With what delicious chuckles, 
then, do we read Noziére’s A Byzantine Afiernoon, 


« 


set at a time when “costumes were beautiful and 
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morals were low.’ There is a freshness (in both 
meanings ) about this charming resuscitation of the 
past that disarms any prejudiced criticism. The one- 
act is a literary and historic gem of a cameo, on the 
surface of which every character is chiseled delicately 
and humorously. Too often we forget that early, 
middle, and later Greeks, those of the rise, the youth, 
and the decadence of Hellenic culture had an over- 
powering sense of the ludicrous. 

A student of details dramatic is tempted to remark 
upon the ingenious construction of this gallant little 
piece. It opens on an unpeopled stage; so we may 
satisfy our eyes with the setting before any character 
enters. Initial action and concluding event round the 
full circle: — the hairy old slave Criton totters on to 
start the fun; the polished young Clinias moves away 
after the little dancer; and the stage is unpeopled as 
the curtain descends. 

If you believe that Noziére was brave or reckless 
in attempting to do something novel with an old 
Byzantine plot, you will predict disaster for him 


when you see the title of the second little gallantry. 
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What in 1909 could a Parisian do with the Beauty 
and the Beast motif ? More than anyone had a right 
to expect. You can easily imagine the veneered bored 
feelings of those guests of Comte Robert de Cler- 
mont-Tonnerre at Maisons-Lafitte when they read 
their programs and realized that they were to be re- 
galed with a child’s fairy tale. The play can not have 
progressed through twenty speeches when there must 
have been a rustling of programs, a clicking of lor- 
gnettes, and a craning of necks. Two lovers are leav- 
ing their sweethearts, and yet all through the night 
one has asked no more than to hold the hand of his 
adored, the other no more than the delight of be- 
decking her with jewels! Surely here is French dia- 
blérie with a vengeance. It is not fair, however, to an- 
ticipate at this place your reading of the novel lines, 
lines so tinted with naiveté that you will chuckle over 
their saturation in sophistication. 
In the third play, The Slippers of Aphrodite, there 
is less restriction of plot because of familiar material, 
but there is an abundance of familiar material dar- 


ingly used. The urge to quote is almost irresistible. 
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Paint in your imagination the mzaiserie of an Aphro- 
dite who could wonder just why Diana, the goddess 
of chastity, should rule over the night. Do not pass 
over the lines too rapidly —as their brilliance will 
lead you—and thus miss the plain reference to 
man’s present conquest of the air. 

The beauty of these two out-of-door entertain- 
ments is apparent in every line of speech, in every 
situation, in every change of characterization; but 
the grace of the settings, the rhythm of the group- 
ings, the swirl of the ballets, the sound of the music 
—all these are absent from the reading, unless one 
can be a Keats and conjure up those unheard melo- 
dies, sweeter than any that smite upon the sensual 
éar. 

Noziére, realizing these lacks in the printed pages, 
makes grateful acknowledgments to the composers, 
MM. Esteban Marti,’ Moreau Faivre, and André 
Fyan. 

If you wish pathos, agony, melodrama, and afflic- 
tion you must look elsewhere among the plays of 


Fernand Nozi¢re, or among the compositions of the 
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Paris surréalistes. The author of these three short 
plays warns you in his prefatory note. 

“In these dramas there is no discussion of any- 
thing except love. There is no dealing with the pas- 
sion that tortures and kills, but merely the delinea- 
tion of the delicate intoxication . . . I maintain that 
it is permissible to feel enthusiasm for measure and 
moderation.” 

CLARENCE STRATTON 
Cleveland 
1929 
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twenty-five 


XK AGN T f Pup Ee 


twenty 


[Gua bitelrey as 


eighteen, servant to Myrrha 


A DANCER 


A 
By NETS EVI) Ab VEIN A 
oh MEE AL ale Wes) K@MTO) aS 





B YZANTIUM, at some indefinite period favorable to beau- 
tiful costumes and low morals. The stage shows a private room 
in the house of Myrrha. The principal article of furniture is 
a low couch, almost a bed. Chairs; a table. Doors to left and 
right. 

After the curtain has risen, there are several knocks on the 
door. Leucoé crosses the room, stretching herself. She opens 
the door. 


LEU Clore 
Come in, young sir. 
Corel 17 O LN 
( He is a white bearded slave ) 
By Zeus, you haven’t looked at me yet. Notice my 
white beard, and you won't call me young man. 


3 
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[Wiss emi terey a3 
I thought it was a false beard such as the young men 
wear over their fresh faces in order to frighten young 
girls. But to tell the truth, your skin is as pink as the 
fingers of Aurora and your glances sparkle like the 
springtide sun. 


GR tt oN 


You tell the truth, don’t you? 


[ensue Oe 

Please sit down, charming Unknown. 
( He stretches out on a comfortable chair ) 

I shall announce to my mistress that you want to 
speak with her. 

CO RaleT On, 
Here! I don’t want to speak with her. I am sent 
with a message to her. I am the chief slave of Xan- 
tippe; my name is Criton. 


eo ise 


Get up, you staggering old fool, with your frightful 
wrinkled face, and your lifeless eyes! Why didn’t you 
tell me at first your miserable rank ? 


Cie i ON 


Well, you stupid servant, why did you take me for a 
rich stranger and smear ridiculous flatteries all over 
me? 
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Ihe aG) tel eyea 


They didn’t seem so ridiculous to you. You lapped up 
my sweet lies, and half closed your eyes, and purred 
like an old cat when his neck is scratched. 


Ceci rio nN 
That’s because a man’s vanity lasts longer than all 
his other illusions. 

TEU Clo £ 
Are you a philosopher, too? 

Ce Rar Te Onn 


Wes since, | mea slave. 1 hayeto be. 


Deru coe 


You must have come to Xantippe’s house only in the 
last few days, for I don’t know you. 


Clr TON 
Only yesterday. 

ro Coole 
Didn’t you tell me you are her chief slave? Just brag- 
ging, I suppose? 

Cero TORN 
It’s the truth. 

Let cor 
Why did she raise you so soon to such a confidential 
post? How did you gain her interest? You’ve never 
been handsome, and you're no longer strong. 
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Cent f ON 


True enough; but I am her uncle. 


[Ew co s 


Oho! Well, my friend, I see that fortune has been 
cruel to you. You must have lost all your money 
suddenly. 

CR it oN 
Don’t cry over my condition. I am no longer strong 
enough to do farming. My master, a hard driver, 
beat me. I ran away to my niece, who is a tender 
creature. 

[Dato icrer ony? 
Yes, the quality of her flesh is famous throughout 
Byzantium. 

CG Ral teow 


You make me feel proud. 


17 eo clo 


So Xantippe doesn’t come from a wealthy family 
then, as she is so fond of saying? 


Gor Ir ON 


She is the child of a small farmer, and when she was 
a youngster, she was a wonder at milking the cows. 
We used to stand around her in the stable and admire 
her little hands draining the milk. The warm, nour- 
ishing streams would sizzle into the earthenware 


jugs— 
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REE Ulcer & 
That is her vocation. Now she squeezes the men dry 
of their money. 

Crit ON 
Clever girl! 

LeEeluec OF 
But will you give me the message she told you to 
deliver? 

Ceesiet: OeN 
If your mistress consents, she will pay a visit to her, 
and bring along the young Clinias, her lover. 


JE; TARE RE, tops 
Hush, you ignorant old man; don’t say such silly 
things! Young Clinias is not the lover of Xantippe. 
Cert 1 oN 


Oho! Upstart! You think you know everything, and 
you don’t know anything! Listen to this. This morn- 
ing I went into her room, and young Clinias had 
been there all night. 


|Oaa tu eter 
Well, what of that, you tattle-tale? 


Cor igT ON 
Well, you pigheaded servant, doesn’t that give me 
the right to conclude that Clinias is the lover of 
Xantippe? 


8 THR EB GW Anat Pe oes 


L Puc or 


Oh, fool that you are! Don’t you know that two Ley- 
antine bankers give large amounts of money to Xan- 
tippe, and that they are both old and stupid ? 


Can eleteo ik 


All Byzantium knows that. 


Lieto os 
Doesn’t their generosity give them the honorable title 
of lover? 

GR irr oun 
Certainly. 

I; OC Os 
And isn’t Clinias only a youth with an adorable face, 
but a flat purse ? 


Caneren Onn 
I admit that. 
Ee caceoe 


And you presume to apply to him a word which is 
used only for rich, ugly, decrepit, old men? 


Gea eT oy N 


Then how shall I describe the relation he has with 
my mistress? 


Io eure ore 


You ought to keep your mouth shut, and not even 
notice it. 


BYZANTINE AFTERNOON 9 


C211 ON 


Well, what do you people of Byzantium call a young 
fellow, who enjoys for nothing the favors of a woman 
for which some other man pays without getting them 
atall? 


LAE CGsE 


These last are lovers, but the other is the loved one. 


GR 17 oN 


That’s a real difference! 


ee sUecrOnE 
Well, ’'m going to announce Xantippe’s visit to my 
mistress. She’s already up. 

GERieT Oa 


I should hope so. The sun will go down soon. 


Leu CyO £ 


Oh! we always get up rather late. 


Cereal © aN 
Who was here last night— the lover, or the loved 
one? 

Lee orc ore 
What’s that to you? 

GR teow 


Tell me, tell me! I’m no tale-teller. 


IO Te Roe ee GS Ane NS ee Ele ves 


Lewocoer 


But you’re curious to know things. 


Grete ON 
Wes; yese 


Leu oo & 


The loved one. Goodbye, Criton. 


GRIT on 


Goodbye. What is your name? 


Ehrtec. Ore 
Leucoé. 


Oona TeOan 


Goodbye, fair Leucoe. 


( Criton goes out. Leucoé starts towards the bedroom door. Just as she 
reaches it, Hippolytus comes out. ) 


Piet ber Oley tes 
Where are you going! 
LEP e rau 
To give my mistress a message from Xantippe. 


Her Peo yor ues 
A letter? Give it to me. 


ly Fcc. 0 2 
It’s not written. I’m only repeating a message 
brought by a faithful slave. 
Hi? Pio vr us 
Repeat it to me. 
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Leesulc O18 
boo 


Fisiie PO Yer Was 
Am I master here? 
jer 4 Seaceunen 5 
Certainly. 
Fil 2 PO isy or Us 


That you should lie to the brave old general who 
comes here to warm up his age and have his wounds 
soothed, I can easily understand. But to me! You 
know your mistress adores me! There’s nothing she 
should hide from me! Speak. 

Lee usc Ore 
Oh, I was silent only on principle. Xantippe sent 


word that she will soon be here with Clinias. 


TAME PPO ved Uns 
That’s all? 


IgE UC OF 


That’s all. 
Hyp P OLY Tr U's 


You're not hiding something from me? 


eco sf 


Could I try to deceive your That’s all: 


eo VEER Ee GoAMIn DAR NTT Ree damages 


Hitt pee-orn wan Us 
Humph! 


( Leucoé starts towards the room ) 


Tell me something. You have some feeling for me? 


Dare ieeuromas 
I don’t dare. I have to be satisfied with admiring 
you. When you win in the circus, when your chariot 
crosses the line first, my heart throbs and I cheer for 


you. 
Eigigere Onley ees 
( Taking her hand ) 
You dear girl! 
[Eure One 
Oh! Let me go! 


HA pho Lv os 
You are afraid? 


tis 


LE 6.0 
I’m careful. 
Fite Bo va tees 


That’s a mere trifle. 
IEC One 
You forget that you love my mistress. 


Hirpouy Tt ves 
Who? Me? 
Leite C50 7r 


You're jealous of her. Didn’t you just excitedly try 
to get out of me the message I’m to deliver? You fear 
a rival, so you pet me. 
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Har Po Lyn Us 


Do you know whether I fear a rival, or want one? 


(Et Cc Ofer 
What? 
Epi eeeP Orie y murs 


If I knew that Myrrha is deceiving me, don’t you see 
that I could escape from her tyrannizing passion? [| 
could leave this house. I should be free. 

Dee Uc OrF 
Who keeps you here? Aren’t you a man? 


Fir Pe lore ues 


I’m afraid of hurting her feelings. 


LE EU-C. OF 
You are not a man. 
itn pep Os. Y¥-T Uns 


I am bound to her by ties of gratitude — 
Der uec Orn 
You are not a man. 
Hon Pe Om ey TUS 
By the memory of our love. 
(ireus cone 
You are not a man. 
TASitP gPtOnLe Vor Us 


You know how violent she is. No one can foresee to 
what excesses her grief might drive her. 
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Leucos 
She might kill herself, perhaps? 


Hoi Prout ues 
Or me. 


IZE W C10 8 
You are a man! 


lis Parganas pape Se TO G 


How selfish women are! They consider us men their 
property. They are faithful to us only to enslave us. 


LAE tre oft 
Calm yourself. She has deceived you. 
HTP Pm OL ym ues 
You are joking! 
LPuco£ 
She has had an affair with Antisthenus. 
Ht? P Oley tT ws 
That was to get his country estate. 
| Pea chee do kas 
With old Philemon. 
Figii re Pproeley. 1) bs 


To get her debts paid. 


I reUeC LORE 


With young Gorgias. 
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Ellive oP Oatley eto ues 


Because of his valuable jewels. 


[Pri Cos 
With Canidia. 


Pivige Post v1 ues 


Pooh! She has never deceived me, and she never 
will. 


Ler ulcro © 


Keep your hope up. Pray to the gods, and above all 
to the clubfooted blacksmith whom Aphrodite made 
an eternal laughing stock. 


Eig Prost yor ues 


O ugly, twisted god, you of the hard and horny 
hands, inspire Myrrha, my mistress, with the desire 
to deceive me! Let me surprise her in the act as you 
came upon your spouse and her warrior when you 
snared them in the golden meshes of your net! 
Thanks shall I render you, and every week shall I 
sacrifice to you two bullocks with curling horns! 
This offering I shall make in the little house I shall 
buy just beyond the city, where I shall live with the 
gentle maiden who loves my horses and their driver 
—where I shall live with Leucoé! 


Ler 1c 0-8 


Oh! You are making sport of your servant. 


16 Ta ten GAN oP ares 


Fl 1sP Post vers 


No, no! I am not jesting. I have strong arms and a 
simple soul. The gods will be favorable to our union. 


MYRRHA 
( She enters brusquely ) 
What are you doing here, lazy? While you are bab- 
bling nonsense here, who is taking care of the house? 
Have you given the orders to the cook and the musi- 
cians? Are the flowers arranged for the tables? Get 
a move on, you worthless servant! 


[et Gro © 


The slave of Xantippe came to announce that she is 
coming here soon with Clinias. 


MyYRRHA 
Good! You may go. 


( Leucoé bows and disappears ) 
To tell the truth, I wonder what you can have to say 
to that stupid good-for-nothing, who smells of the 
cookstove. 


HP Orr vers 


She has one great virtue; she is mild-tempered. 


MyRRHA 
And I’m hot-headed; is that what you mean? 


El 162-80 Rivers ues 


I never thought of comparing you with your servant. 
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MyrruHaA 


You consider her above comparisons ? 


Pigiere Ostet yer ues 


O Myrrha, can you be jealous of this girl? 


Wie Ro A 


I am jealous of all women. 


Eli 2 2 Ooi yy Trews 

You flatter me. 
Wiry sR Re oO 

Oh, don’t be vain-glorious over that. If they all are 
after you, it is merely because you belong to me. 
They only want to win you away from my tender- 
ness. Yesterday Phyllis threw flowers to you. Do 
you believe she was interested in the race you won? 

Hiner. oO Ley r iS 


I don’t know. I didn’t even see her. 


MyRRHA 


She threw the roses which struck you in the eye. 


Hii 2 Oot Yous 
Oh, no! That was old Creusa who was trying to 
blind me. 
MyRRHA 
So, you look at them all who admire you! You count 
them! You smile at them! 
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Hivtee te Ons yn res 
I mock them. 
MyR RHE 


You love Myrrha only? 


Ei rapsetorieva Us 
Yes. 


Moyo R Rane 
You swear it? 
Pit pieOr ley bors 


By the eternal gods! 


MyRRHA 


That’s a weak oath. 


Hip ProLty pus 
Shall I add thundering Zeus and the Styx? 


Meyers os 
No! You are superstitious. Swear upon your own 
life. May you die if you are lying! 
Ficter Pr Ostayve Ts Uns 


Enough of this childishness! 


MyYyRRHA 
Swear! 


Fit? ProOctay elites 
Enough of this! You know how your unjust re- 
proaches irritate me. Don’t keep harping on one 
thing! 
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MyYyrRrk HA 


Swear at least by the head of this Phyllis. 


Fieri? Oaver ULS 
I swear. Are you satisfied at my obedience? Are you 
calm now? 
MyYRRHA 
Almost. She’s such a nobody, this Phyllis. Swearing 
by her head you are swearing by nothing. Isn’t that 
so? 
EIU P se: OTs yr Us 
I am saying nothing. 
MyRRHA 


You think she’s attractive ? 
Ha Po Tyr us 
Who? 
MyYyRRHA 
Phyllis. 

H@rer? On vr US 
What, again? 
MYRRHA 
Her faded yellow hair looks like a bundle of straw, 
and she’s such a beast that it’s a wonder she didn’t 
die last winter when she sank so low that she had to 
herd with the sailors on the waterfront. She might 

please soldiers and drunkards. 
Haier PO tee ru S 
Charming! 


20 ener ee Gea ie pA Oke anes 


MyRR HA 


You defend her? Just let her look at you when you 
get down from your chariot! I’ll scratch her eyes out! 


leh iese Tenor we Gay aS 
Yes? 


MyYyRRHA 
You don’t believe me? You don’t know what I 
would do to keep you. I adore you! No other 
woman could love you as I do. 


Hive ep oem ver ties 
I hope not! 


Moy RoR Hs 


What do you mean? 


igh Gi sem teemoy ao ay ap 10S 
Nothing. 
MyYRRHA 

Tell me; tell me! Have the courage at least to speak 
out! Don’t keep up this hypocritical silence! Have 
you any complaints to make to me? You know I live 
only for you. Pve given you my entire life. It’s only 
fair that I should havé yours. 


lebri@awae Onis Xe ge ue 
No; it’s not fair! I daren’t go out into the streets! I 
am afraid [ll glance at a woman and offend you. I 
have to walk with my eyes turned straight before me. 
You make me wear blinders, just as my horses do. 
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Nothing must please me any more, except you, al- 

ways you. The most innocent pleasures are denied 

me by your mad passion. I’m tired of it! I want to 

feel free, to smile, and be happy like other men. 
MyYyRRHA 

Like the men who are not loved! 


FAViIEr oO le ver a Ua 


Like the men who are loved properly. 


MyYyRRHA 


A woman who loves truly never loves properly. 


HiatPPoty Tw s 
Well then, don’t love me! 


MyRRHA 


May it please the heavens that some day I shall not 
love you! But the time of indifference has not yet ar- 
rived. Just think of last night! 
Pim reeO gl, va TeUrs 
You ought to be grateful to me and not worry me 
with taunts. 
MyRRHA 


Like the glorious races when the chariots dash five 
times around the course! 
Figispeerouiaye ities 


You love the races? 


Tare (G Ai aeNcr 62 ar Awss 


i) 
is) 


MYRRHA 


I adore them. When you hold me in your arms I feel 

like your horses which prance, which spring at the 

touch of the whip, with foam flecked bits, and who 

madly gallop to victory. Oh; my tamer! Shake me! 

Let your voice stir me! Strike me if you wish! 
Hee OY ees 


You are mad! 


MEYoReRerien 
You are right. But I’ve never seen you so calm. 
Ete" o 1 vn bis 


I’m tired. 
MyRRHA 


Liar! 
Hit 2 80 Loyang s 


And besides, I have to go out. 


M.-Y ROR HA 


You didn’t tell me that. Where are you going? 


Pier P.O ates 
To the stables. I’m afraid I drove Phoebus too 
hard — 
MyRRHA 


If you had been uneasy about a horse you wouldn’t 
have stayed here so late with me. You are going to 
meet some woman — it must be Phyllis! 
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Hipp oy £ Us 
How can you imagine that ’m thinking about a 
woman! All I want is rest and solitude! 
MyRRHA 


Then you are not even leaving me to go toa rival? 


ELS Pee On er wes 


Does that annoy your 


MyRRHA 


Yes. If a sudden whim were taking you from me, I 
could at least hope that satiety and boredom would 
soon drive you back to my house. 


Pir rr Ost) ver Ss 


I shall be back in an hour or two. 


MyRRHA 


You will come back with a long face, resigned, like 
a man doing his duty. Even at night you have a sad, 
grave face which humiliates me. 


Eley P20. a nes 
But — 


Maye Roe A 
Go, then; go! Go back to your garret! Drink with 
your comrades, and pet your unworthy girls. Those 
are the delights you sigh for. You are not fit to have 
me. Sink again into the mire I raised you from. 
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jee ho iy (ere. seu RS 
What have you done for me? When you got to know 
me I was already covered with glory. I was the best 
charioteer in all Byzantium. 
MyRRHA 
Yes! You had the manners and the dress of a stable- 
boy. 
Pleo Poe vr ies 
You taught me to have my hair curled, my finger- 
nails polished, and to dress like this. 
MyYyRRHA 


You are right. You no longer smell of the stalls. 


Eli Per On veT Ua 


I smell of your perfume. 


Mev RoR A 


You no longer look like a beast. 


Pig re Prot yer es 


But I have less character. 


M vy R Ron A 


You wear rings. 


Tit ies PrOabeveraes 
( He snatches off his rings and throws them on the table ) 


Take them back again. 
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MyYRRHA 
Are you going to give me back all the money you got 
from me to pay your gambling debts? 
Ege PLO iey ie ties 
Any other would have been more generous than you. 
Meyer ener 24 
Who then? Who then? 
Eiieeer Onl ayo i Uns 
You know then! They wouldn’t be indelicate enough 
to throw in my teeth the favors they had done me. 
MyYRRHA 
You don’t know women yet. If you know any who 
will give you money they will demand it back when 
they dismiss you. 
lal degh exerd, ve ae S 
You are not sending me away. I am leaving you. 
MyRRHA 
Wretch! And this is the way you desert me! 
Jab Gi Seo vou dc, \e7e aueKs 
Any method of getting away from a mistress is an 
awkward one. 
MyYyRRHA 
Don’t think for an instant [ll let you throw me over 
this way! ll raise a scandal. All Byzantium shall 
know how much you've cost me. 
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Eb it Orr Yes US 


They will only laugh at you. 


MyRR BA 


[Pll spread how you have exploited me. 


Hirer Po i ver oes 


That’s not true. I never asked you for anything. I 
didn’t even want your love. 


MyRRHA 
You lie! You lie! 


Pi asr B Octal s 
It was you— you came to me. You were drawn by 
my triumphs, my strength, my inexperience — 


MyRE HA 
Oh! 


Histip 2 Ostnyv 1 ties 


You dragged me from my chariot and led me off to 
your house without even giving me time to wipe the 
perspiration from my brow. Here, in this room, you 
threw yourself into my arms and laid your head 
against my breast. You inhaled the incense of my 
youth. Your cheek was scratched by the pieces of 
gravel which had clung to my clothes during the 
face. 


M yvoReR ers 
Hush! Hush! 
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Hit 2.0L y Tr Us 


Then I begged you? 


MyYyRRHA 
No! No! 
Hore boty us 


And I taught you the kisses which enervate and the 
caresses which revive? You have robbed me of all 
my strength. 


My Rr RA 


You were never stronger. And you've become much 
wiser. 


Hor OL ver Us 
Yes. I accepted your presents! Yes. You have de- 
graded me. — 
Moye RR HA 


My love, pardon me! 


Piper Ori Yer Urs 
And that’s exactly why you terrify me. You have 
made of me a venial creature like yourself. ?’'m like 
those effeminate men who live on the daughters of 


Joy: 
MyRRHA 


No! No! You are manly and strong! I adore you! 


Hitiepee onl yer Us 


Goodbye, Myrrha. 
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May) Rake EA 
Don’t leave me! 


HP bor y tues 


I’m going to gather together what belongs to me. In 
a few minutes I'll leave your house. 


MyRRHA 
No! No! 


PISiGP br Oets ver Wes 
( He gathers up the things which he had placed on the table ) 
Goodbye, Myrrha. Goodbye. 
( He goes out ) 
MyRRHA 


( Beyond control ) 


Leucoé! Leucoé! 


( Leucoé runs in ) 
Le E<UaCsOse 


Why are you calling? Is the house on fire? 


MYRRHA 
( Gaining the mastery of her feelings ) 
No! No! Someone knocked. Open the door. 
Jbai sm mronren® 
( As she opens the door ) 


It’s Xantippe with Clinias. 


MyRRHA 
Good. 


( Xantippe and Clinias, embracing each other, come in slowly, while 
Leucoé disappears ) 
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XING [ePpep en 
O Myrrha! Why didn’t you come this evening to the 
Promenade of the Happy? It was delicious. I haven’t 
seen such a jam of litters and such a crush of women 
sO elaborately coiffured and so scantily dressed for a 
perfect age. 
Gail, ae iS ah ONG 

It’s an excellent idea to show such a fashionable, 
frivolous, and jealous crowd a glimpse of sincere, 
passionate love. While we were moving along, 
pressed close to each other, hands and glances inter- 
laced, I could feel the hatred and envy of the other 
idlers at our perfect happiness. 


XTAENG Tos P Per 
Love of mine! 


CsI oNi Ags 
Dearest! 
XOAN eee Pee 


Don’t you think that his color is a little faded and his 
eyes a little tired, Myrrhar 
MyYyRRHA 


I congratulate you. 


Diese) Te lores e 


Oh, don’t jest about it. My affection for him is quite 
pure. At times I feel almost like his mother. 
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MyRRHA 


Then you must have known the grief of Lucinus in 
your cradle, and his child must have been your first 


doll. 


XAIN? Tt. P Pek 
He’s only a child. I’m so much older than he is — 
quite two years. 


Grin eat eAGS 
Who would believe it? 


XUAN iat ce Pe 
My dear! Do you know, Myrrha, he is only eight- 


een? 
My R Ret 
Yes, I know. 


XCAGN el bP) per 
You may think I’m crazy to adore this boy. But he 


has the brain of a man. 


My eR Rea A 
Oh! The brain! 


KCAUN Tt Po Pak 
( With her cheek against the cheek of Clinias ) 
And his cheek has so delicate a beard that it feels as 
soft as a woman’s. 


CeeSieNnt cans 
You make me blush. 
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XeANNET. 1p aper 


( Rapturously ) 
Dearest one! 
( Anxiously ) 


But you seem tired. 
CeLaaNcDeAds 


You are mistaken. 


LOA NGL? PLE 


No! No! 
rin ra Nets Anis 
( Slightly annoyed ) 
You are mistaken. 
Xo NOL 1 PoP & 


Don’t deny it. I know that you are overtaxing your- 


self. 


Me ye Rakes 


What is he doing? 


X@AaN Tne Pope re 


He is planning a great statue, and every day he 
spends hours and hours in his studio. 


MyYyRRHA 
Then you're no longer content to chisel jewelry for 
the hands of patricians and women of the town? 
You are not satisfied to make small delicate statu- 
ettes of your models? You want to raise a monu- 
ment? To which goddess ? 


2 Tek er GAA tas 


CETsIeNeINASS 


To Voluptuousness. 


Mey" R REET A 


Another statue of Aphrodite? 


Cater Ne res ss 

No, my divinity would have no religious attributes. 
She is to be a woman of our own time. She shall be 
reclining on a couch, but her figure will not show the 
traditional harmony. Her head will be a little too 
large for her body; her chest not robust, but almost 
girlish; shoulders slight; hips narrow, legs long. A 
creature not designed for maternity. Supple, agitat- 
ing, useless: — modern. 


MyYyRRHA 
It’s getting on? 

Geist Nisa. s 
Not at all! 

SIS TE Te ew 

All day long he shuts himself up in his studio with 
some model. When I get there at dusk, she is still 
stretched upon the couch in the pose. He is pacing 


about, feverish, worn out with seeking. But the clay 
is untouched. 


CiaaNer Aas 


I shall find it! I shall find it! 
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MyRRHA 
Oh, Xantippe, how fortunate you are not to be 
jealous. 

rin WN TPAL S 


She has no reason to be jealous. 


MyYyRRHA 
Does a woman have to have reasons to be jealous? I 
should suffer cruel tortures if I knew my lover were 
shut in with beautiful girls. 


XAT NC Tats Pe Poe 
What of Art? 
Cerne Ng resus 


The model is sacred to the painter and sculptor. 


MyRRHA 
Oh, I know all about that! When I was fourteen I 
was one. 

Cert iNSE ATs 
Oh! 

MyYyRRHA 
I can remember it still! It’s amazing just how sacred 
the model is! 

KAN CieP Pl e 

incite, 

MyYRRHA 
Yes, my dear. You would be wrong to be worried. 
Besides, we provoke men needlessly by displaying 
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our suspicions. They repulse us as soon as they per- 
ceive our weakness. 

( She bursts into tears ) 

ROAST mp) be 


Why, what’s the matter? 


MyRRHA 
I can’t hide my grief from you any longer. Hippoly- 


tus is leaving me. 


Gera ian aaa 
No! 


MyRRHA 
We have had words. He’s getting ready now to go. 
Xe AUN Te Depp ae 
But you've had a great many quarrels before this, and 
always such sweet reconciliations. 
MyRRHA 
This time, it’s all ended! 


C.TAT Ni iv Aus 


I’ve often heard that expression. But it never is 
ended. 


Myr 2 HA 
He gave me back his rings. 


Xo NE Tee PE 


( Impressed ) 


Oh! 
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M YR Ren A 
The rings consecrated by our love! He threw them 
brutally there on the table! Look! 


CZF TEN TIeATS 
They are not here! 
M7 yveR RoE A 


Perhaps Leucoé carried them away! 


XUAGN TT ADEE GPs bE 


Perhaps Hippolytus was ashamed of his sacrilegious 
act, and timidly picked them up again when you 
were not looking. 
(CeCe N GT ean 
Don’t be alarmed. He took the rings. He loves 
them. 
XA NET le P Pee 
And he loves you. 
MyRRHA 
Oh, what will become of me if he leaves me? 
GAT NIEL 1)PE Ps E 
You love him? 
MyRRHA 
Yes! And he’s here with me almost all the time. ?'m 
never alone. If I could only get him back! 


AeA NG dP) Pee 


ty. 
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MyRRHA 
How? 
DNs APE VIG G3 
Arouse his jealousy. To leave the house he has to 
pass through here? 
MyYyRRHA 


Yes. 
X AUN 1-2 Pe 


He must find you in the arms of Clinias. His anger 
will revive his sleeping affection. 

Mey rk Ron A 
You think sor 

xX AM Tor PPE 

Within a few minutes, Myrrha, you will see Hippol- 
ytus on his knees. 

MyRRHA 
Oh, if you only are right! — But will Clinias consent 
to play such a part? 

ORT NET Aes 
Pll do anything I can to bring back happiness to you. 


XeAINGD Ines & 

To make the scene look real, I had better not stay in 
the house. , 
MyRRHA 


Where will you go? 
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An Ne PP 6 
To see your neighbor, Timor. 


MyRRHA 
What can you have in common with that coarse fel- 
low who spouts orations before new statues in the 
city? 
UA Nai bap Pe 

I want to get him interested in the work of Clinias 
and induce him to raise funds and secure a site for the 
statue to Voluptuousness. A woman’s smile can work 
wonders with magistrates and men of affairs. 


Catiel Ne iRARS 
( Pressing her close to him ) 
Xantippe, darling! 
XA WN T 1 PPE 


Love of mine! For a little while, Myrrha. And may 
the Goddess of Love protect you! 


Moy & Ro A 


May ingenious Hermes second your efforts! 


(Clinias throws a kiss to Xantippe as she pauses in the doorway. She 
blows a kiss to him, then goes out. ) 


MyRRHA 
She is charming. 


ColemNii Ass 
Isn’t she? 
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Myr Rk HA 


And what a lesson she gave me! She doesn’t watch 
over her lover with annoying strictness. She isn’t 


jealous. 
Gein tan 1) Acs 


She has absolute confidence in my tenderness. 
MyRRHA 


Aren't you ashamed when you deceive her? 


CUiniNsieAGs 
I’m faithful to her. 


MyRRHA 


You lie very well. You lie like a woman. 


Gor PeNvieAes 


Myrrha, I swear to you— 


MyRRHA 
But you often select indiscreet creatures. They tell 
how you treat them in your studio. 

Crlet Wi leses 


They’re boasting. 
Myer Ronis 
Are you really a constant lover? 


Ciper No IeArs 


Can you doubt it? Don’t you know that I love only 
my dear Xantippe? 
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My Rk RH A 


I might believe you if I hadn’t heard the most precise 
details — 
Cole ieniinAas 


False confidences! 

MyYyRRHA 
But most flattering for such a youth. 

Ceirisn t.A:s 
You interest me. 

MyRRHA 


One of my friends — Glycera — tells me that you — 


CoieriNiieA Ss 
What? 
\VinvaeRe Rei 


It’s not easy to say. 
CALAN I TAgsS 
Just repeat her words. 
MyRRHA 
Oh, no! Don’t offend my blushes. I can only sum 
up in a word all she told me. If Ican believe her, you 
have —— excellent manners, 1s that sor 
CaiAleN TT 2AG Ss 
A man can’t be a good judge in his own case. 
MyRRHA 
You admit then that Glycera — 
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Gat tai Aes 


No, Myrrha. But if a woman wants to compromise 
herself, I am willing to help her. Glycera is not and 
has never been anything to me. 


MyYRRHA 


You are discreet — that’s a professional virtue. 


Cele mtleAcs 
Oh, Myrrha! 
M YRRHA 
You are offended because I compare you with such 
women? You are wounded because I think of you 
together? 
(nieteN tiers 
( He approaches the couch where Myrrha is reclining ) 
No! 
MyRRHA 


What are you doing? 


Ciel No haAes 


Just coming closer — 


M.yRRHA 
But — 


Cale tN feAes 
But shouldn’t I be near you if we want to make Hip- 


polytus jealous enough to love you again? 


MyYRRHA 
That’s true. 
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Ger ieNetcAns 


Allow me to put my arms around you. 


MyRRHA 
Oh! 
Colatenere Aes 


What? 


My RR oA 
I didn’t believe your embrace could be so strong. 
Don't hold me so tight. 


CoLeleNsieAcs 
Is that better ? 
M y RR HA 


Yes. 


(oi TINGE Ass 


You're quite comfortable? 


Myr R HA 
Quite. 
Cant Nites Ss 


Then all we have to do is wait? 
MyYRRHA 
What can he be doing? 
Cm LANES 
Getting his belongings. 
MyRRHA 


He didn’t have many clothes when he came here. 
Only what was needed for the night. 
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Gite TEN aeAes 

Nothing? 
Mey R RHA 


Almost. And some palms and crowns. 


GoiieNsieAas 
His glory! He must be wrapping those up very care- 
fully. Don’t be astonished at that. 

MYyYRRHA 


But Leucoé is there to help him. 


Goin TN IvA“S 
That will take all the longer. 
MyYRRHA 
You think so? 
Oost Neleaas 
Well, she’s pretty. 
MyRRHA 
Oh, a servant. 
Celine trans 
A servant was my first love. It isn’t often that a man 
enters the palace of love by the main door. He 
usually enters through the kitchen. 
MyYRRHA 


You’re not ashamed of your lowly initiation ? 


GrstaNeieaas 


No; I knew the servitors of the temple before being 
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favored by the devotees and the priestesses. That’s the 
logical sequence. 


MyrRRHA 
Then the Priestesses of Eros are — ? 


(rie Nal eAes 


Yes. Those, and the dancers, and even the fashion- 
able and rich women raised by the power of gold 
above the ordinary virtues. 


MyRRHA 
And the devotees? 


(CELE len aL CARS 
The devotees of Eros are the scrupulous and yielding 
matrons, the frightened but disturbed spinsters — 
Mev ® RecA 
Do you prefer the great crowd of the devotees to the 
élite of the priestesses ? 
(elton: TAGS 
I love the priestesses with their ritualistic ceremonies. 


I prefer them religious. 


Maya Re ko A 


You child! 

CeieiaN aieAss 
But my arm’s going to sleep, and Hippolytus hasn’t 
come yet. Let me move it a little while we’re wait- 
ing. Let my head rest on you. 
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MyRRHA 


But — if you please — 


Orr TENET As 
Don’t you want to arouse his jealousy ? 
Meyer ROA 
Yes! 
Corian LeAgs 


Let me at least feel on my brow the freshness of your 
hands. 


MyYyRRHA 
No! 

Gliaiene lena 

( He caresses one of her hands ) 

How soft your hand is! Every morning the slave 
comes to care for it so that it will be sweet to kiss, 
and accomplished to caress. I like the delicacy of 
your fingers with their firm pink nails. You must 
scratch well. 

MyYyRRHA 


How do you know? 


(i Ne Aas 


I guess it. I can tell it from looking at your hands. 


MYRRHA 


Are you a palmist who can read our character and 
the future in the lines of our hands? 
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Gi N 1 Acs 
No, that science may do for men who never have the 
chance to caress women’s hands. I am content to 
judge from the form. 

Myre oA 


And what is your conclusion? 


CE Te EUS 
You are ardent, Myrrha. 


MyRRHA 
All Byzantium knows that! 

Cor laNcieays 
You lose only love. You search for it fervently. Yet 
you have never felt it. 


MyRRHA 
Really? 


Gi ieNeieAgs 
You yearn for unending delights. Hippolytus has 
given you only a few minutes. 

Moy RoR A 
What minutes, by Aphrodite! And how often! 


Coit NEA Ss 
You can’t know! You can’t know! 


Mey RR HA 


Well, I’m listening. 
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Garner. Nees 


There are some things beyond words. 


MyRRHA 


( Caressing his brow ) 


Tell me. 
Goi ieN Ass 


Remember, the God of Force was not loved of 
women. One mocked at him and forced him to spin 
near her wheel. Another gave him a fatal shirt. 
Myrrha, the sledge-hammer is not an attribute of 
love. 

MyYyRRHA 
You scorn the sledge-hammer because you can not 
wield it. 

Cal engl wAes 
The brute Samson inspired only repugnance in 
Delilah. 

MyYRRHA 
They had no use for Jews. The prejudice is still 


strong in Byzantium. 


Cal TaNwioAGs 


Myrrha, young Eros never crushes those chosen by 
his caprice. He shoots at them sharp arrows which 
penetrate their flesh and kill them by degrees. He 
gloats over their long-drawn agonies, their prolonged 
shuddering. The intoxication of love is not a mere 
accident, but a gradual, artistic torment. 


BYZAN LUNG AsrTeER NOON 47 


IL Ne 7k Ge TSE IN 


I always distrust people who talk too much. 


Cen cleNeieacs 
I know how to be silent. 
MiyeReR HA 
( Toying with his curls ) 
I like your hair.— Why don’t you talk to me? 
(Crit eNE TEA SS 
I’m waiting. 
MyRRHA 


What? 

Crigl oN fans 
Hippolytus. 

MyYyRRHA 
Oh — yes! 


COA TON teAss 
And I’m extremely uncomfortable waiting for him. 
Make room for me beside you. 


Mey rR) HA 


Come! 
( Clinias kneels upon the couch ) 


MyRRHA 
Release my hands, and don’t look at me like that. 
What are you trying to see in my eyes? 

Gettin AGS 


I have never seen their real color. 
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MyRRHA 


Are you disappointed ° 


Cre tena Tes 


Quite the contrary. 


MyRRHA 


What are my eyes like this evening? Shall I grow 
ugly? Where is my mirror? Get up and bring me 
my mirror. Dear Clinias, don’t be so still. Speak! I 
want to hear the sound of your voice. 


Coneten ess 
You are afraid of the silence and its mysterious 
power. 

MyRRHA 
Clinias, 1 beg of you! I don’t know what you are 
thinking about. I don’t wish it. 


(Corea Ne less 
Hush! 


MyYyRRHA 
I can’t see your eyes any longer! I don’t wish it! I 
don’t wish it! I am too unfortunate! You are faith- 
less, you are perfidious! Your eyes are liars! I shall 
not look at you any longer! 


CoAT NT AA-sS 


( He seizes her in his arms and kisses her on the mouth ) 


Well, then, close your eyes! 
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Mayor hore 


Ah! 


( Silence. Clinias finally raises his head. Myrrha looks at him, shrugs, 
and speaks. ) 


MyRRHA 
Hippolytus hasn’t come yet. 


Coun 1 Acs 
( He leans beside her, his head on her shoulder ) 


Myrrha! 


MYRRHA 
( Feebly ) 


This is bad! 

(Cai; tN pe Aes 
It’s good! 

Myr Ro A 


Oh, Clinias, what potion have you made me drink? 
What magic power in your eyes? I feel—that I am 


yours! 
Goi. en PAs 


You are exaggerating! 


MyRRHA 
You are only a child, yet you can do with me what- 
ever you choose. I could die for you! 

Cl ieieNereAcs 
We shall see about that! 


(Slowly she inclines towards his lips. After an interval Hippolytus 
enters. ) 
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ie bnees toe h oe Gi aoe 
( Crying out ) 
Oh! 
MYRRHA 


( Pleasantly ) 
Goodbye. 


lab ai o> Vehxoyas. Se Te 48 8 
: , 
I'm not going. 
My RoR eA 
But you are going! 
Elst bare oO feo URS 


I’m not going until I tell you that you are the worst 
of creatures. 


Corse Naan 


I beg your pardon. 


FIGiee Pore ved ates 


Shut up, you half-woman, with painted face! 


Mayo Rare Et eA 
Bur 


Fir PrP Orie yer tas 
Not a word in his favor! 
Goren EAs 
I don’t need her help to speak. 
le ieieaatelei meds il 


Pll pull out your tongue! 
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Gris aNVIGAys 
That would be a pity! 
MYRRHA 
I beg of you! 
Hii Pro. yrs 
You! Get out! 
MyYRRHA 
Calm down. 
fisi2 bo Yr Us 
Get out! I can’t control my anger. I see red, and I 


have a knife. 
( He draws it ) 


MEY BRE es 
No! No! 


Hiiw Om Yor urs 


You had better disappear! Disappear ! 


( Myrrha, terrified, flees to her room. He raises the knife and advances 
towards Clinias. ) 


And now, my little man. 
CyisIeN Ica Ss 
Don’t move! How fine looking you are! 


Ei ci pees Ola val eas 
( With a threatening gesture ) 


Defend yourself ! 

Gowen eleans 
You could earn a great deal of money, if you would 
pose in the studios as the enraged gladiator or the 
maddened lover. 
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El epee Ont ayer aues 


Your jests are out of tune. 


CArioN ASS 
You also. 
Tigiep PAO mk Vet UES 


I’m thirsty for your blood! 


Cert NIsAas 
What will you do with it? 


Jeb ve 52) yee oR, Ve Ue au 
We must fight. 
Ceia iene loses 


You really mean that? 


Jet WOT ED foRhe ge Ge eS 
Get a weapon! 
Cie aN okes 
Here’s one for me. 
( He seizes the scarf dropped by Myrrha ) 
This scarf is all I need. I shall throw it in your face 
as the Iberians fight bulls. 


Figarar 0: Lv ues 
Coward! Coward! 


GarstaNet rAns 
( He throws the scarf ) 
Inhale the perfume of your darling Myrrha. It does 
not overpower you? You are too used to it? 
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PigaapsP Oley Tt Uns 
( Springing at him ) 
PI kill you. 
CiieleN i Aes 
( Avoiding him lightly ) , 
At one time that perfume would have robbed you of 
your strength. Now it only irritates you. Once it 
conjured up the delights of love. Now it only brings 
back your hours of boredom. 


TE IaPePrO.iy tT Us 
You snake! 
CamisNeiones 
And you want to kill me, just to triumph over that? 
Fool. Take Myrrha again! Go back to your slavery! 
The scarf again! 


( He throws the scarf upon him ) 


Her pr oO rey Tt Us 


( He seizes the scarf and ecstatically inhales the perfume ) 


Ah! 
Capris NgioAs 
You are happy? 
TistyPses Olle yr URS 
( Casting the scarf from him ) 
You are right. J am mad! 
( He sinks dejectedly upon a chair ) 
Gein ACS 
( Approaching him sympathetically ) 
My friend, control yourself. No woman is worthy of 
the sacrifice of a man: 
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Hore? Oty en vss 
Yet you love them? 
CercleNeieces 

They amuse me. What; just because the nerves of 
Myrrha were thrilled by the twilight, the glorious 
charioteer Hippolytus must be carried off to jail, and 
the young sculptor Clinias to the tomb? Absurd — 
even ridiculous! 


Piste. Pb Ole cates 
Pardon me. I was badly brought up. I was raised in 


the slums of the city among brutal men who kill 
each other over women. 


Gar lene leans 
Those childhood friends of yours live on those crea- 
tures who snare on the streets lovers looking for ex- 
perience. When they fight over their women, they 
fight for their property, their treasure, their revenue. 
There’s some sense in that. But you, you don’t need 
Myrrha to live on. 


Hi Pe ost us 
Certainly not! 
CoAT IN SIRACS 
She may have wheedled you into accepting some 
presents ! 


Hop? P04 yor ues 
That’s true. 
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GOL ieN a As 
They are degrading! 


Pistepspso ay rs 
( Pressing his hand ) 


Thanks. 


Carel Ne toads 
Why have you remained for so many months in this 
corrupted society, Hippolytus? 

Pe PP. Orley wes 

How about yourself ? 

QisieNeD As 
But I’m not a healthy, vigorous man, like you. I am 
not an animal of fresh air but a dog—no, a cat 
which rubs against women’s dresses and attracts their 


caresses. 
te Pro yr uss 


And you scratch, too. 

Gar tone Acs 
I am supple; I know how to lie. But you! 

Rigi weer toolsy iets 

Clinias, I misjudged you. Your pardon. I thought 
you despised my strength. I didn’t always quite un- 
derstand your remarks. I always thought you were 
making fun of my ignorance. 

Gar teNneleAs 
ve always had a keen appreciation of your candor. 
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El rerlrro oye 1 ues 
Then you will come see me in the modest little house 


where I’m going to live with Leucoé? 


Gol leNelescs 
With Leucoé? 
HomP PO Lev tm ues 


I’m taking her with me. 


CaisiiN teAes 
She has developed since she has been with Myrrha. 
Be careful! She will want costly clothes, jewels — 
Pete ar Osea roms 
I'll give them to her! 
Cell IyNet ses 


Choose rather a good girl who will watch over your 
household and your lands, and who will be a good 
mother. With her you will pass peaceful days. 


Hier Po unex 1 ues 


But I want thrilling ones. 


CL Net Avs 
Then you will have to run after the girls of luxurious 
homes, or those who live in temporary quarters, and 
whom you will have to pay. If you must have thrills, 
get them from the girls of the streets, from wine, 
from the strange fish which come from Asia. But 


BYZANTINE AFTERNOON 57 


don’t expect thrills at home. Don’t be a slave to the 
woman who lives with you— with whom you have 
to live. Be master of your career. Always be faith- 
less, to remain free. 


Flor p. 2 OL, var ies 
Clinias! Clinias! 
(Corer N eres 


I shall come to your house, and you will come to my 
studio. There you may find girls who will tempt you. 
My reputation is scandalous; so a great many women 
visit me; calm-faced matrons with fragile hearts in 
their strong bosoms, light women and dancers of the 
knowing look, delicate young girls of surprised eyes, 
whom attendants always follow, little girls whose 
mothers want to sell them. In my studio, all the 
hypocrisy of Byzantium unveils itself and radiantly 
displays its corruptness. I had to erect a statue to 
Sappho, and an altar to Ganymede. You may see 
beauties prostrate before the lyre of Lesbos, and if 
you wish, I can lead you to the cupbearer of Zeus, in- 
toxicate you with an imitation of ambrosia. 


Eli Bo Leet os 
( Terrified ) 
Be still! Be stall! 
Gal LN IAs 
( Winningly ) 
My friend! 
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Here Ol yer ues 
I don’t know why I spared you. 


Gost NaI ASS 
Are you crazed? 
Fist broth eye sus 
( Raising his knife ) 
Iam going to kill you, kill vice, and wash out all this 
wickedness in blood. 
Ceri Na teAeS 


( Tauntingly ) 
You will come! 


ESI er ers Ontay el UES 


( He dashes at him, then stops suddenly ) 


No! One doesn’t kill a girl! 


Giietan tases 
( Smiling provokingly ) 
What does one do to her? 
Hreep Ol vues 
( After a second’s hesitation ) 
He runs away from her! 
( He rushes from the house ) 
Orr Ne iees 
( Towards his departing figure ) 
Until the next time! 


( He shrugs his shoulders, goes to the door of Myrrha’s room, and 
raises the curtain ) 


Myrrha! You can come back. He’s gone. 
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MyRRHA 
( Fearfully ) 

He won’t come back? 

CUrRIGNe Ass 
No! 

MYRRHA 
Oh, my love, how frightened I was! He didn’t harm 
you? 


CGAEet Nat Aes 
Not a bit. 
Mey RR A 


I trembled, there in my room, at the indistinct sound 
of your voices. Then when I heard nothing, I thought 
I should go mad. I tried to rush out. I tottered! 
Cred NG eAas 
Yes, yes! You feel better now? 
MyRRHA 
Thanks! I feared I should see you stretched out — 
pale — you understand? 


Ceie ts NAGS 
You frighten me. 


MYyRRHA 
I could not survive the loss of you. 
Cre len 1a. s 


I know —I know it! You would rather have died for 
me! 
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MyRRHA 
Don’t laugh at me. I was sincere when I offered to 
die in your stead. But the chance came to me too un- 
expectedly. 

Cortana tess 
Nothing could be more natural. 


Myr RBA 


One must prepare himself for heroism. One needs 
time for sacrifice. You believe in my love? 


CoieIeN esas 
Why should I doubt it? 
MyRRHA 


You love me? 
Giron ieAcs 


Without any doubt. 


MyYyRRHA 
I need your tenderness. Now I shall be alone. Hip- 
polytus has gone and Leucoé intends to follow. I’ve 
become attached to that girl! But pshaw — you will 
give me another in her place. 


Celulares 


( Disturbed ) 
She must stay. 


Miyvore Ra oA 


You hesitate to be with me so much, then? 
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Corrine Tans 
I’m only thinking that it’s a reflection on you to let 
your slave go off with your lover. All the women 
will say that you were thrown over for your servant, 
and even the men will repeat the scandalous gossip. 
MyRRHA 


I know that! But shall I beg Leucoé to stay? Throw 
myself at the feet of a rival? And what a rival! 


Cori iNet Aus 


Let me attend to it. I know how to persuade her. 


MyYyRRHA 


You won’t use any persuasion except speech ? 


(©. ie, Te ONG te eS 


Myrrha! 
MYRRHA 
She likes to look at you. 


Cerin et Aas 
I’ve noticed that. 


MyRRHA 
You see? 
(Gere rN eA 3s 


That’s how I expect to persuade her. 


MieyoRereres 


You need not be too persuasive. 


62 eH OE EG As Ly AONE Ie aay es 


Cm rei AS 


You are unfair to me. 


MyRRHA 


You are so clever! Don’t deny it. Just a little while 
ago I saw the strength of your constancy. You were 
so loving with Xantippe — yet — just a little later — 


Orr aTeN eDeATS 


You are so beautiful! But you yourself — 


Meyer kd 


Oh, that’s not the same thing. I was irritated, disap- 
pointed. I needed a consoler, a supporter. 


Carl Ne vAss 
Don’t make excuses. We merely gather the fruits 
which hang so low that they tempt our epicurean 
desires. 

MyRRHA 
You are over-fond of fruit—but you surely know 
how to pluck it! 


Car Te Net As 
Give me! 


MYRRHA 


Take! 


( Xantippe enters quietly. She sees the kiss, and speaks ill-naturedly. ) 


AE PP as 
Here! No! That’s not fair. 
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MyRRHA 
Xantippe! 


XGA NE Tol) PrP se 
Clinias, why did you do that? 
Cernig Net eAus 
Do what? 
XA N TP PE 
What I saw! You were kissing Myrrha. 


Cari N: Teaes 
Don’t be stupid, Xantippe. It’s merely a misunder- 
standing. Myrrha will explain it to you. 


MyYRRHA 
No! You tell! 


Cola Ine leks 


You know I have to speak to Leucoé. I'll leave you 
together. For a little while, Xantippe. 


( He throws a kiss to her ) 


Just a little while, Myrrha. 


( He throws a kiss to her, then disappears ) 
XASN] Cet baPs b 
Well, I’m listening. Now for the explanation. 
MyYyRRHA 
I have no explanation. You simply surprised us. 
DORAP NE Te DE PEP LE, 


Then, Clinias and you — 
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MyRRHA 


Nics: 
AUAON Tip iePe Pan 
Completely ? 
MyRRHA 
No! 


XAGN (11 Pep 
O Goddess of Love, I thank thee! 


MyYRRHA 
What? 
NAS NIT lap Pes 
You must swear to me, Myrrha, that you will never 


be with him alone. 


MyRRHA 


I shall never take such an oath! 


XANTIPPE 
Yet you are my friend, and have often sworn to me 


that the lover of a friend was sacred to you. 


Miva oneal 


Every woman says that until her friend’s lover at- 
tracts her. 


KORA NE Tor Par 


I admire your effrontery. 
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MyrRREA 


And I, your calm. You should have shrieked, 
stormed, and threatened. 


NOAGN 1 1ePrP on 
My voice is delicate. I don’t know how to yell and 
raise a disturbance; but I suffer none the less. 
MyRRHA 
If I were in your place P’'d make the house shake with 
my cries. 
Dar Aw NICU ay PERE 
Yes — but when I was a child I didn’t cry out flowers 
and shells to the people. 
MyRRHA 
No— you tended geese in the country. A peaceful 
pursuit! 
XA Nelo i 2 ble 


Yes. 
Wiyo Re Re EA 


I should have sprung upon my rival; torn out her 
hair, scratched her face, and gouged out her eyes. 


XA NT 1 P PE 
Just as you did at eighteen down in the Neptune Inn, 
when you bit the ear of a water rat who stole the 
heart of your cobbler. That’s why you spent several 
weeks in prison. 
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MyRRHA 


My violence is less dangerous than your calculating 
mildness. You have been careful to keep your girlish 
voice and childlike eyes. Who would ever suspect 
that you were the mistress and the accomplice of 
those two negroes — both brutal fighters and mur- 
derous cut-throats ? 


KXAN TIP Pe 
So you follow your impulses? You don’t know how 
to dissemble? But you never debauched the young 
Nearchus so he would leave you his property when 
he died so prematurely ? 
MYRRHA 


How about old Menelaus who called you his daugh- 


ter, and whom you piously trundled about in his 
wheelchair until he died? 


XTAON Tlie Pe 
You lie! You lie! 
MyRRHA 
Don’t tell me I lie, you poisoner! 
XA Orie Py bar 


Vampire who sucks men’s blood! 


MYRRHA 


Baggage of murderers! 
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XPAUNCTOL PD) 


Prison scum! 
MYRRHA 


Public scourge! 


OAD Ne fers Pk 
Pestilence! 
( Menacing Myrrha, Xantippe stumbles and falls into her arms ) 
MYyRRHA 
Did you hurt yourself ? 
DOAN ET Te Papee 
( Stull in Myrrha’s arms ) 
No! It was only a false step. 
Meyi Ron A 


You are so goodlooking! Why are you so bad-tem- 
pered? 
NO AGN Tetep et PE 
Just a flash of anger! Why did you take Clinias away 
from me? 
MyRRHA 
I didn’t do it purposely. You see I didn’t even lock 


the door. You brought us together by arranging that 
scene to bring Hippolytus back to me. 


Am Ne TAT ees Pe 


You have a new perfume? 
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MyYyRRHA 
Yes. You like it? 
XPACN Tol PEE 
Now I know what affected Clinias. Did you think it 
was your beauty that did it? 
MyRRHA 
He’s not the kind to deceive himself. 


TAN Tee PB 


He’s charming, isn’t he ? And then — you will see — 


MYRRHA 
Do you think he will be faithful to us? 


NPA NUE TP PoE 


No! But we’ll pretend not to see his escapades. We 
mustn’t make any complaints to him, we mustn’t 
even appear to suffer from his inconstancy. He wor- 
ries so over the sadness he causes. We shall love him 
for his gaiety, his ardor, his enthusiasm. 


M:yRRHA 
For his youth. 


GE GSP ail a Pag 


We must try to keep him from getting old. 


MYRRHA 


I admire you, Xantippe, and I like you. 
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AN et Peper 


I’ve liked you for a long time, Myrrha, but while 
Hippolytus was here, I didn’t dare tell you. 


( Clinias enters ) 


(ilar Ans 
Well? 


XPASNeieisipeP’ b 
Myrrha has explained everything to me, Clinias, and 
I must apologize for my outburst of bad-temper. But 
I had had a rather long discussion with Timor. 
CT APPS 
He refuses me a site for my statue? 
AON Pl PoP E 


He ended by promising one, and he will even deliver 
an oration before it. 


Geist oN TAS 
Oh, Xantippe! Xantippe, my own! 
MyRRHA 
Accept my congratulations, Clinias. Tonight we 
shall drain the goblets in honor of your masterpiece. 
Cet NAS 
Are we going to dine here? 
MyRRHA 


There will even be a dancer to brighten your eyes. 
Leucoé must oversee the preparations for the feast. 
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Goie TaN: beAas 


She has been very much wrought up over the events 
of today. She has gone to bed and begs your permis- 
sion to remain there until tomorrow. 


MyRRHA 


( Furious ) 


In bed! In bed! 


Xo AUN Terre ee 
(In a low voice ) 
Myrrha! 


GorareneeAas 


But she no longer thinks of following Hippolytus. 
She will stay here. 


SOAP NE Tele ere 
Bravo, Clinias. 


MyR kr WA 


Thanks. 


( Slowly all three move towards Myrrha’s chamber, Clinias embracing 
the two women. They pass into the room. Just as Clinias is about to 
enter, the dancer comes in. She is sparsely clad. A few draperies dis- 
play her form. Snakes entwine about her arms and crown her head. 
Clinias stops, moved by the spectacle, and he listens to her sing as she 
dances. ) 


Tones DUA wre 2k 


I languish all the day in yearning for the night 


And sighing stretch my arms to lead my lover on. 
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I feel that he will come to me, when day has taken 
flight, 
To be with me till dawn. 
He will put his arms about me like these serpents 
which I own 
And I charm with my voice to Pan’s sweet flute tone. 


( As she continues to dance, Clinias, more moved, murmurs ) 


(eit Ned PANS 


What is your name, O Dancer, of the clear eyes? I 
love your body, supple and lithe for love. How car- 
essingly you offer yourself! Like a wild thing, you 
recoil! Are you not knowing and intensifying de- 
light? You are like a Fury. Serpents writhe in your 
hair, they gleam along your flesh, rear their heads 
from your breast, swing in ecstasy beside your limbs. 
They mount, they stretch out like desire, they men- 
ace, they sting. They fall. You are sad. Has your 
cruel kiss killed? Are you cruel to the man you stir? 
Your perfume intoxicates me! Unknown dancer, 
you are the passing close embrace! You are the 
power which sweeps me on—and thus you lead all 
men. You are impulse, thrill, forgetfulness. Will 
you take me, O Dancer? 


( The Dancer is half exhausted. Clinias leans towards her lips. The 
voices of Myrrha and Xantippe come from the adjoining room. ) 


MyRcR HA AND SANT WP PE 
( Calling ) 
Clinias! Clinias! 
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Cl lENT Ie Aas 
Coming! 
( But the Dancer moves towards the outer door stretching out her arms 
to Clinias ) 

Cole TeAas 

( Drawn by the Dancer, he murmurs ) 
ing! ing! 

Coming! Coming! 


( And he goes out with the Dancer ) 


CRUR RS Te Aan 


Beauty and the Beast 


Poke RAS OeNES © aN Cele ee ele ey 
aE 
Doe am WS ae 


MaNSOUR 


rich merchant, seventy 


@)tps4er 


his oldest daughter, twenty-two 


Reveeey 


his second daughter, twenty 


(uoR oO Uso liseE 


his third daughter, seventeen 
Tare SE Arr yy) OP) l Ot Er RANT OrE 


Vile On eran 
slave, sixteen 
Rio x 
young financier, twenty-five 


YOrsr- oO (aM 


young poet, twenty-two 


The oriental palace of Mansour 


The garden of the Beast 


Deb Us lee Yaa) 
AE Mabe) ee wee ah 


IAIN ADAG AS TEIN AP YO) ANOIE'S 


eg 





foe KOA Fi 


iN ROOM in the palace of Mansour. When the curtain rises 
Opal comes from her chamber at the left. She takes a few steps 
into the room, then returns to the door. 


OPAL 


You must go, Yeroum. 


Yo ELR-O" UM 
( Entering ) 
Already? 
OP aN Se 
The sun is up. Already the laborers are going to 
work. The fishermen’s boats are coming back to the 
harbor, and some of them are riding gently at an- 


chor. 
i) 
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Yor oO. UaM 
Through the curtains of your room I saw a pale 
glow, but I thought it was the light of the moon. 
The nocturnal bird — 

OTIS 56 

Why not say, simply, the nightingale! 

YEROUM 
And just now the nightingale was trilling its passion 


to the stars. 
Orn AT 


It has been stilled, Yeroum, for three or four hours 


now. 
Y EeR: OF eM 


Could it have been the lark ? 

OPE eaar 
Why? 

Y £0 GM 

It must have been either the nightingale or the lark. 
Since you doubt it, you can’t love me any longer. 
For two people smitten with each other, there are 
only two flying birds — the nightingale and the lark. 
How can I have displeased you? 

OP yAgE 
You have not displeased me. 


VobeReOLue Me 


I feel that your sentiments have changed. 
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Op ane 
But no! no! 


SE R.O. UCM 


You no longer have for me that ardent solicitude 
which your unhappy husband used to wonder at. 


ORPeArT 
( Sighing ) 
Poor Hassan! 


Y ErRLO UM 
You regret him? 


OfP nen 
That would be too strong. 


Y ERO tem 
What? You do not regret him? 


Ovens 
You exaggerate. Hassan was a thick, prosaic mer- 
chant. Beside his rather corpulent maturity, I appre- 
ciated your graceful adolescence. He did not shine 
in the difficult art of composing subtle phrases and 
offering them to me like bouquets of harmonious 
delicacies. Your beautiful voice and your palms 
charmed me. 
YEROUM 

Last night, when finally you received me in your 
room, you intended to accord some merit to the stro- 
phes by which I tried to express my passion? Do you 
want to hear them again? 
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Ola at 
No, thank you. I fear to weary you. 


Y ER O1U M 
It is true that today I must recite at the house of the 


Cadi’s wife. 
ORpaaer 


She is interested in literature ? 


YEROUM 
She writes, as do all women favored by fortune. They 
all try to depict the delights and cruelties of love. 


Oi Nie 
Yeroum! How chaste our city has become! Women 
describe love when they might be experiencing it! 


YER OU M 
Is it really you who speak so, Opal? 
Os peaen 
I’m joking. 
YEROUM 
You, whose soul is so pale, cold, and deep, like the 
stone whose name you bear. 


Orr aa 
The opal has mysterious reflections like a secret 


flame. 
'Y (EeRv On Une 


Hush! Hush, I beg! You must not express such 
common feelings. You are curious only about bizarre 
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shades, rare perfumes, chosen words, spiritual ca- 
resses. Tell me that you have not changed — that you 
are still the same. 

Ole Aer 


Calm yourself, Yeroum. It was merely a test. 


YER OU M 


( Tottering ) 
You frightened me. 


Orpen 
( Handing him a phial ) 
Inhale this odor. 


YEROU™M 


It is because I adore you. 


Or AL 
Wes: 
YEROUM 


For me, you are not woman. 
OPAL 
I know it. 
Yor 2 Ou M 
You are a creature almost divine. 
OPAL 


That’s too much. 
YEROUM 


No! No! You are the creature to inspire me to im- 
mortal poems, to encourage my dreams. Give me 
your hands. 
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Ones i 
Take them. 


YE Ro UM 


Sink back. Let me kneel beside you. Let my head, 
wearied with dreams, repose beneath your fingers. 
Their freshness is sweet upon my fevered brow. 
OPP AaL 
Oh, to feel your trembling thought beneath my ca- 
resses! It mounts along my arm, it envelopes me, it 
overcomes me! 
Y fe 0G Mw 
My friend! 
OC) pve 
I nurse you like a child, but I am thrilled as by a 
man. 
YEROUM 
Am [nota man? 
Oop Aut 
A man would not remain so quiet and motionless. 
He would press me to him. I should be crushed by 
his strength. 


Yoreps cece 
Have no fear! 


Oop AnD 
He would seek my lips—and bite me, perhaps. 


York OCU 
The brute! 
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OT ae 


He would have no respect for these light draperies. 
He would tear away such frail obstacles. He would 
snatch off my clothes and my body would appear 


like a brilliant star when the clouds vanish. 
YEROUM 
You are trembling. 
OSreAst 


I shudder when I think what could happen if you 
were an ordinary man. But you are a refined youth, 
and all night you have been with me without so 
much as trying to kiss my mouth. 


Yo rR. 01M 


Yes! 
Orpasar 
You grow red? 


YEROU™M 


I do not deserve your esteem. 


Orisv ie 
How? 
Y Eek onus 
Dimust contess—— 


OPAL 
Well? 


YErErROU™M 


I was not entirely insensible to base desires. 
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OLB sar 
Speak! 
YEROUM 
I had repeated my stanzas on the union of minds and 
you were quiet. 
OG Nil, 
Nes: 
Yorn O-UeM 
I gazed upon you. Your eyes were closed. Never had 
your eyelashes seemed so long and caressing. You 
breathed less easily. You were slightly disturbed. A 
curl swept across your cheek. I leaned down, and 
furtively, I kissed your neck. You sighed —but did 
not waken. 


OsrrAri 
I was not asleep. 


Y ER Oro M 

You were not asleep? 
Orp At 

No! 

YER OUM 
Now I know why this morning you refuse me your 
tenderness. You are provoked because I broke the 
pact of purity which binds us. You must pardon me, 
Opal. It was only a childlike caress — 


© pray 


No. It was the breath of a lover which passed over 


my flesh. 
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YEROUM 
You will be considerate of me? 


OQ tprAat 
You are unworthy of my goodness. 


VGEoR OLuUGM 


Yet you received me last night in your apartment? 


Oop Att 
To do what? 


Y pier Oo UM 


Your indifference drives me to despair. 


Ot x TE 
Go! 


Yor Rio iN 


I shall return soon to implore your pardon. 


OPP 61 


Leave me. Go back to your own home. In the street 
look at the passerby who smiles on the women he 
meets. In the gardens observe the birds mating, the 
flowers that lean towards one another. Observe and 
comprehend. 
Y ER.0 UM 

I know that Opal and Yeroum should be above 
men, animals, and plants. I know that we two were 
born to taste superior joys. I shall follow the lesson 
which you so delicately give to one who has so igno- 
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rantly offended you. I shall attain to that absolute 
perfection towards which I strive. 


OEP AgD 
Oh, no! no! 
AYoreReOrUeM 


You will be proud of me, my friend. Goodbye! 


Rr rAGT, 
Goodbye. 
Y-EiR7o HM 
Goodbye. 
Ok ab 
Goodbye. 


( Opal follows his departing form with her eyes, then moves towards 
her chamber. ) 


Otpea 
Hassan may have been a prosaic merchant — but he 
was vigorous. 


( As soon as Opal has disappeared, Ruby and Rock appear at the door 
on the right. Ruby is decked with jewels. ) 


Rock 
Goodbye. 


‘Rue Bey 


You are going so soon? 


Riortesr 


It’s late. My servant must have gone into my work 
room twice. He must have been astounded not to 


find me. 
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Ro BY 
You prefer to my beauty your slavish work! What 
pleasure can you find in such vain excitement? 
Rock 
Do not blaspheme! 
ReceE oy, 


Really, when it happens that I have to pass before the 
great house of your financiers I always wonder why 
you gesticulate and cry out below the serene arches. 
When I was a little girl I thought it was a gathering 
of crazy people and I used to shrink at their vocifera- 
tions and congested faces. 


R2o0.c7k 
But now you’re grown up. 

Rw B Y 
And now I know that my childish presentiments 
were right. You are a crowd of madmen. 

Ro cK 


Every man becomes tainted with madness when 
some passion seizes him. Can any passion be more 
fascinating than gambling? My parents piled up a 
few heaps of gold, and I could live in utter idleness. 


Rey ey 


Wouldn’t you like, my dear friend, to live with me 
in a palace built after my ideas? 
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Reoretk 
That would be a radiant place. The walls would be 
of fine tiling, white as your skin, and the roof of pure 
gold, like your hair. 

Rau Bay 
In the gardens, beneath the shadows of the drooping 
trees, lakes would reflect the limpid sky to recall the 
color of my eyes. 

Reo ok 
Through the clumps of red roses cascades would 
make a joyous sound, and I should think of your 
laughter and your mouth. 

Rives 
And in the undulating curves of the rooms you 
would see the tempting suppleness of my arms. 


ReONC 
But an imperious vocation snatches me from these 
luxuries. I must ceaselessly risk my fortune. I go 
through daily struggles. Soldiers are exposed to 
death; I am exposed to ruin. Tomorrow — perhaps 
—I shall be poor. So, furiously, I stake the enor- 
mous riches which chance has given me. 


Rou Bey 
You are attracted by all pleasures. 


Rock 
I enjoy only one — luxuriousness. 
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ReUaEY 
Nevertheless, I know of several women in whom you 
have been interested. 

IReOrcEk 


You are mistaken. I have never loved. 


RUBY 
That’s what every man tells the woman he wants to 
conquer. Soon you will tell me you never loved any- 
one except me. 

RvOrG kK 
Oh, my very dear friend, I do not love you. 

Ru BY 
Insolent! 

RvorciK 
Certainly, you are beautiful and your expression is 
not severe. There are women who are noble and 
pure as goddesses before whom one can do nothing 


but kneel. 
Rw s y 


That’s a beginning. 
ReorceK 
But you do not inspire religious sentiments. You are 
a fruit which tempts the teeth. 
RyvBey 
Well, then — bite. 
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Rocce x 
Those who really appreciate the sumptuousness of a 
bunch of grapes would not wish to break off a single 


one. 
Reui ey 


But why did you plead with me to receive you this 
night in my apartments ? 


Roo ck 

To adorn you with these necklaces, these bracelets, 
these rings. I have given myself a marvelous treat. 
The tyrant who burns a city at night to see the flames 
is a sot. An incomparable spectacle was reserved for 
me, for I have gazed upon the fires of jewels, the lan- 
guishing of pearls, the glints of precious materials, 
and the dazzlingness of your youth. 


Roun y 
You have no respect for me, and you treat me like a 
courtesan. 

Rios K 
If I regarded you as a courtesan would I be going 
away without having kissed even your fingers? 


Rusy 
( Extending her hand ) 
Kiss them! 
Roc «x 
If you were no more to me than a child of love, 
would I have respected you so scrupulously ? 


Baw Tv AND THE Be Asa 89 


Ruesy 
I thank you for your delicacy. Yet perhaps in every 
woman there is a little sleeping spark of the cour- 
tesan. 

Rio; ek 
Will you consent to appear beside me in a litter of 
brocade carried by eight agile slaves? Will you pass 
along the alley of the acacias? Will you offer the 
spectacle of our union to the idlers who philosophize 
every morning in the promenade consecrated to vir- 
tue? Will you come with me to the games of the:cir- 
cus, and while you lean over the railing of my box, 
will you let me stoop so close that my breath shall 
fan your neck? 

Roo esy 
I could accept all these conditions without outraging 
any of the fashionable conventions. 


Role Kk 
And if I desire you madly? 
RUB: ¥ 
Perhaps —I should not be insensible to your fervor. 


RAO=CoK: 
My friend! 

Rw BY 
I love a man who struggles valiantly for the conquest 
of wealth, and who is ready to pour at my feet the 
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spoils of his enemies. I feel a savage pride in realiz- 
ing that these jewels are due to the ruin of several 
families, that these diamonds are the tears of a 
crowd. 

Roc kK 


Ah! you understand me. 


RoUne Ty 


If you wish, you may come back here again at night. 
Softly I shall open the door of the street to you and 
lead you to my apartment. You will take my hand, 
and I shall guide you along the darkened stairways. 


conc. 


No! I must enter your house in full daylight. 


Reve ey 
Then we must find an unknown dwelling. I shall 
go there secretly and wait for you. 

Kio, Gk 


I don’t wish to hide myself. I want all the city to 
know of my.passion. I want all the women to envy 
your luxuries and all-the men to be jealous of my 


happiness. 
Rive Y 

True love seeks seclusion and mystery. 
Reope 


My joy must be displayed boldly. Victory should not 
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be as slinking as defeat. Triumph is a public cere- 
mony. 

Revere’: 
My friend — 

RocK 
I would cry to everyone that I possess the most beau- 
tiful woman of the city — 


ROUSE ay 
Just as you have the most spirited horses, the most 
robust slaves, the rarest gardens? 

Reorcrk 
Yes. And if you love me you would be pleased at my 
naive pride. 

RuBY 


It is merely an unusual vanity. 


Reo ck 


Come out upon this terrace so that all the city may 
look upon your beauty and my riches. 


Reuse ay 


I think you must be mad! You forget that Iam a 
virtuous woman. 


Reo. K 
Farewell then! 


Rv BY 
Don’t you blush at merely suggesting such a thing to 
me? Am Ia slave, a flute player, a dancer? 
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Reo Crk 
A woman may be provoked at a man who tries to 
give her a coin; but how can she be vexed at one 
who offers her his fortune? 

Rou By 
I am not for sale. You shall take back your jewels. 
I am only wanted to wear them for a few hours to be 
more beautiful and so please you. 

Rock 
They could not improve your beauty. But keep them. 


Rous ¥ 
You forget to whom you are speaking. 
Rio ck 


Don’t insult me by returning them. If they are too 
heavy, take some off. Toss to the beggars these ru- 
bies, pearls, sapphires, diamonds. Let a rain of pre- 
cious stones fall before your door today. Pretty girls 
and old matrons will run to fight each other before 
your house and you will be amused at their grimaces. 


Rou Bry 
Shall I not see you again? 
Rock 


I shall come back soon, and you can tell me how you 
have distributed your jewels. You can describe to me 
the ecstasies of the poor. 


DiEAqUL We AGN Deri DIECAST 02 
Rusy 
Yes. 
Reorcak 
These fragments of stars will fall into rude hands. 
These necklaces will be destroyed. But the hungry 
will eat and the thirsty drink today. I leave in your 
hands these alms destined for the entire city. But you 
are at liberty not to distribute them. 
RuByY 


For what do you take me? 


Riot kK 


For a little time, then, Ruby. You are beautiful as 
life. 


Rw s Y 
Oh, why are you so vainglorious? 
Reo cx 
Iam a conqueror. I am rough. I am not subtle like 
the poet Yeroum who sighs before your sister. 
Reape 


My friend, take back your jewels. 


Rao err 


This property of the poor belongs not to me. I am 
a financier, not a philanthropist. Goodbye. 


( He goes out ) 
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Rees y 


(She looks at herself in a long mirror ) 
It is cruel that I may not keep these pearls and other 
stones which make me so beautiful. Really, I am an 
agreeable spectacle. I can understand the constancy 
of that young Greek who leaned over the pool to con- 
template his own image. 
( Opal enters ) 
OePIATL 

Good morning, sister more radiant than the sun and 
fresher than the rose. 


Reuse y 


Greetings to you, sister more stirring than the night 
and more mysterious than orchids. 


O PAT 


Did you pass a pleasant night? I see that the rich 
young man who adores you has decked you like an 


idol. 


Revie sy. 
He has been pleased to see upon my arms, my neck, 
my bosom, the power of his wealth. For him Iam a 
divinity. 

OP Ar 
Fortune! The goddess who balances herself on a 
wheel. One can offer her only prudent caresses. 


RUBY 
I was upon my bed. 
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(OP BN fi, 
Poor Ruby! 

Row sy 
At least the young poet Yeroum was more happily 
sacrilegious? Did he have the good taste not to re- 
spect his Muse too much? 

One 
Ah! 

Rew ay 
Then you have as little reason as I to be pleased with 


this summer night? 
OCP AGL 


Oh, how hard it is to be happy, sister. How selfish 
men are! They say they adore us, yet they think of 
nothing but their art, their occupation, their ambi- 
tion. We consented to receive two amiable lovers — 
Ru By 
What a trial to be a widow at twenty! 
OeeeATE 
Never have I felt myself so much a widow as this 
morning! But how calm you are! 
RuBsy 
The coldness of these diamonds has reduced my 


ardor. 
C) Pp Ae 


Ruby, Ruby, while the pretty faced little Yeroum 
was sighing softly beside me, I could see in the 
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moonlight the wooded hillsides. And I dreamed of 
the robust vagabonds who sleep out under the trees, 
the rude woodcutters with the great strong hands. 


RuByY 
You make me blush. 


OPP 


Don’t you understand me? 


Re gmaees 


My soul is more simple than yours. | could never 
dream of sinking as low as the brutes. 


Ope Art 


There’s no reason for despising the brutes. 


Riveeey 
At least, have some regard for the surroundings, 
sister. 

Orr ar 
Could there be more beautiful surrounding for love 
than the forest? 


‘RuBY 


We should be careful of outdoors. The poets who 
have celebrated the softness of a couch of turf are 
the dupes of their imaginations. Love needs secrecy 
and luxury. The shady woods could never equal a 


room. 
( Turquoise enters brusquely ) 
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TU Re OrUlO 1 see 


Sisters! Our father is back! From my terrace I saw 
his ships coming towards the port. 


OPAL 


Aren’t you mistaken, Turquoise? 


LT Wake Or U Orlis E 


No! No! I recognized the vessel with the reflections 
of an opal, the one red as ruby, and the one blue as 
turquoise. Before coming to tell you I watched for a 
long time the little fleet gliding toward the shore. 
See! See! Already people are running toward the 
waterfront to welcome our beloved father, Mansour, 
the rich merchant. 


Reg By 
Perhaps he is bringing back from some distant land 
a husband worthy to please you, Turquoise. 

Oren 


You have always disdained the young men of this 
city. But you will be won by the golden beauty of a 
little man born in the oriental islands, or by the black 
harmony of a noble African. 


0 RO) UO TL Soe 


Don’t laugh at me, my sisters. Is it such a shameful 
thing not to have known love? 
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Rv BY 
You are seventeen, and your coldness disconcerts 
public opinion. 
[ie ReOst Onl sk 
Please don’t scold me today. Let me rejoice with you 
at the return of our father. 
OPAL 


He has been away a year. 


Re By 
His voyage seems to have been fortunate. His ships 
are brilliant. 


(ome Re OU, Osles 
The sails have the sheen of silk. 


Re By 


There are rich carpets on the deck. 


Orr cen 


The opal vessel has already cast anchor. 
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It is faster than the others. Father is on that. Soon 
we shall see his venerable face. 


Reverey 


He seems to be the god of time and I feel an almost 
religious respect for his long white beard. 


Die wurtsY | AN Dee Ty Mites B Ags Tr) G0 


Ov eran 


He’s a vigorous old man. He had passed fifty when 
he married our mother. 


PSURs OnUCOsESTE 
She was quite young, but he survived her. 


Ora tL 
He has remained faithful to the memory of her 


death. 


Rewrery 


I hear the cries of the slaves in the court. 


sel Re OL UsOnTeseE 


Our venerable father is mounting the steps. 


OsSPrATE 


Here he is—the sweet, grave, solemn old man. 


( Mansour enters. He has a little trimmed red beard. He is elegant, and 
happy. ) 
MANSOUR 


Greetings, my daughters! 


Ole Arie VReUrB ey.) cl eUER.O eos srr 


( Crying out ) 
Ah! 


MAN so UR 


Don’t you recognize your father? 


OSE Aun 
Pardon us — 
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M ACN SO ULR: 
You find me changed? 
RuByY 


Yes. 
MoAEN ES OLUaR 


Aged, perhaps? 
‘lL UlR? OO. UO 17Ske 
Quite the contrary. 
MANSOUR 


Troubles, my daughters, worries. Kiss your father. 


eUnBay, 
( Kissing him ) 


Have you lost any of your wealth? 


IM ASIN SO Ue R 
Reassure yourself, Ruby. I have gained considerable 
sums, and I have brought you the necklace I prom- 
ised you. 

Omar 
( Kissing him ) 

Did you spend the long months in sad, ugly lands? 
And have you brought back that melancholy malady 
our wise men term neurasthenia? 


MVUASN'«S-O 0 ® 


I have not been bored, Opal. I have visited marvel- 
ous lands, and I found for you the rare perfumes 
which make you dream. 


Bien tery SAND) THOR Bees Tf LOT 


WG PO. Oh. Gas 
( Kissing him ) 
Why do you sigh so often, then? Aren’t you rejoiced 
to see your daughters again? 


Me Nes 0 UR 
Can you doubt my affection? Can’t you see how 


sweet it is for me to hold you in my arms? 


O Ppa L 
But why these sighs? 


NiGASNGS OnuaR 


Because I am no longer young, my children. 


Reese 


Yet you seem strong and your beard has some color 
again. 
MANSOUR 
Precisely! Precisely! I am so old that I had to reju- 
venate myself. Oh, my children, you must know that 
I can not walk about the streets and gardens without 
leaning on the arm of a companion. Isn’t that sad- 
dening? 
(Pe ULR. On OnlSaE 


Its Casy for you to buy a young slave. 


MAGN S)O 1 R 


That’s just what I did. I assure you that such a sup- 
port to old age is indispensable for me. 


canta Teachel 


Nebraska State 


A Ae! Gi Oil, 


TOD  L'HeRoE Bb) Goa Lol eA ree bees 


OPP IAaE 


Nothing could be more natural. 


IMiGAeN =SuOnU —k 
I did not want the presence of the newcomer to 
trouble the outpouring of family affection. But I beg 
you to prepare a hearty welcome. 
Reverey 


Do we usually mistreat our servants? 


LeU. ROU, OFfiser 
Isn’t our regard due to the hand which supports our 
father? 
MANSOUR 
This hand is beautiful, and you must, all three of 
you, render homage to the charm of the face. 
Ot AL 


Let us see this wonderful servant. 
( Mansour makes a sign and Violet enters ) 


MA ws) O WR 
Behold! 


1) *P-A—1 


But this is a woman! 


MA NES) OU h: 
Did I say it was a man? 


Reuse. y 
Now I understand your embarrassment. 
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MA N's 0 UR 
I was afraid of your ill-humor. 


Gerad, 


You didn’t expect to impose on us the presence of a 
slave who has the appearance of a mistress? 


MANSOUR 
Oh, my children! Don’t be in too great haste to 
judge the conduct of your venerable father. While 
you are crying out, Violet remains silent. 


eUsR- OU; Oil Sik 


Her name is Violet? 


MUAUN'S oO UR 

Yes, my child. While you are irritating yourselves, 
she is smiling. Talk with her; dismiss your evil 
thoughts. I shall go down into the court to find 
among the baggage the coffer containing the pres- 
ents I promised you. When I come back my hands 
will be laden with gifts. You will kiss me, and par- 
don me for having offered to my old age such a de- 
licious little gift. 


eta ROMO. esa 
Father, let me go with you. Don’t you need some 
support? 
Vel Onli bet 


Why, master, are you so exhausted ? 


Tog) THRE Glad DAgNGT eRe asves 


MANSOUR 
Indeed, no! 
LW Roe © S55 
Well, then. If I may not be your support, you may 
be mine; let me put my hand upon your arm, as the 
western women do. 
( Mansour and Turquoise go out ) 


OFEATL 


Oh, our father is in a lamentable state! 


Ver O seer 
He declares every day that he has never been so Jjoy- 
ous. I must admit to you that my awakening has 
been bitter. I hoped his daughters would be less un- 
grateful to me and that they would recognize the effi- 
cacy of my attentions. 
Ree By. 
We owe you our thanks? 
; VerOntere 
Of course. 
OPAL 
You don’t see that thanks to you or father has become 
ridiculous ? 
Vein @rererarn 
What difference does that make? He’s happy! 


Ro Up x 
He dyes his beard! 
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Vo Ie 


He has the illusion of youth. 


Os Pee 
Beside you, he tries to straighten his body, bowed by 
years | 
Ae) 10, a8 Ge 
Don’t you admire such an effort against decrepitude ? 
Rusy 
He has false teeth! 
Visi OFick or 


They make his smile more agreeable. For he does 
smile. He used to be morose; now he is gay. He used 
to be stingy; now he’s almost extravagant. 


RusBy 
Heavens! 
Orr a 


What did you do to transform him so? 


V Vow fr 
I showed him myself. 
RuByY 


You danced and sang for his pleasure? 


Ver Olmert 


He noticed me among other slaves in a market of 
Tunis, an African city. Oh, my sisters — 


TOO, LL HWiReeen <GuAlitOAGN Tae Geers 


RuByY 


We are not your sisters— 


Vol OnneT 
Oh, my daughters — for if I desire it, I can become 
your mother. 
OOP AL 
Insolent! 


Ver OuvEal 


So, Ruby, and you, Opal, do you believe that to win 
the heart of a man we must have recourse to ruse, to 
perfidy, to stratagems? Our victories are never due 
to such tactics, but to chance. 


Our 


Nevertheless, you know how to soften your looks and 
your eyes become so tender that they would charm 
me if I didn’t have the power to protect myself 
against their dangerous seductiveness. 


Veroctaeay 
The mildness of my eyes is natural, and I am mak- 
ing no effort to please you. 
Rom Bay 


You are not speaking the truth. Slave dealers and 
old women have taught you this assumed ingenu- 
ousness. 


Dee Vet. y AN Deel HB BieAgsr  £O7, 


GT Meee yaaa 2 
I am too indolent to force myself to such an effort — 
to learn how to lie. 
OFP-ArL 
Yet you talk well. You were in school long? 


; VeTPOst NE: L 
Until my fourteenth year. 


Reve 
Tell us your story. I know it already. Your parents 
were rich; then suddenly they became poor. That’s 
it, isn’tit? 
Vel Ore Et 
You are right. 
Orpla 
But weren’t you the daughter of a valiant warrior 
who was slain by the enemies of our sovereign? 
VETO lL Ee 
No. 
OPP AL 


What, you’re not the child of an officer? 


Vets plete | 
My father was a merchant who died young and left 
me without any fortune. 


Roo Bey 


And you intended, naturally, to give the young citt- 
zens lessons on the harp? 


10S LeREeEe GAD se Geiss 


NeizOst eee y 
Never! I knew such work earned little pay. My 
mother, who abandoned us soon to run off with a 
musician, had made me beautiful. So I soon made 
up my mind to sell myself. 


Oa Nh, 
No! 
VO uenet 


What would you have done in my place? 

OFpaer 
I would have struggled! 

River y 
Any woman can earn her daily bread. 

V 4°05 Eee 

Of all the professions women follow, I felt an apti- 
tude only for loving. 


OR Ast 
How indecent! 
VeOnrerat 
At first I sought out an old man who had seen my 
father born. He showed me a great deal of kindness. 


Rusy 
We did not ask you for details! 
V TO tener 


I have no intention of giving them to you. You need 
merely know that if I had not deceived him with his 
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steward, he would never have sold me to the horrid 
dealer who took me to Africa. 

Orr acer 
Poor little thing! 

Vale Oetere 

If I had been more faithful, more icy, or more pru- 
dent, I might have been the wife of this honorable 
property owner. But he was as proud as all white 
haired lovers. He could not forgive my loving a 
young man — one of his servants. 


Rw By 


Poor father! And such a creature can charm you! 


VeT-Orl br 
Yes, indeed. It was at Tunis, at the market. There 
were only negresses. My soul may be spotted; but my 
body is pure white. That’s why your father noticed 
me. 
(OWN, Th 
We shall reveal your past to him. 


VetRO 0 Eck 
He knows it better than you do. He even knows that 
I was not indifferent to the threats of the slave dealer 
who liked me. 
REGU Esy 
What! You ceded to the supplications of such an in- 
dividual? 
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VeTsO Labo es 


He didn’t beg me; he beat me. It is easy to resist a 
pleading voice, but not a striking cudgel. 


OU PATL 


I would rather die than submit to his caresses! 


Vals Ont Ewe 
Well! Life is pleasant. I hoped it would bring me a 
better future, and I was right. Besides I was able to 
forget the slave dealer with a companion in captivity. 


RusBy 


Aren’t you ashamed? 


\ Teo Ue Ee 


No, he was a fine fellow. He was a brute, but sin- 
cere. He could not hide his passion, so the slave 
dealer had his eyes gouged out. 


OFF Ae 
Horrors! 
Vico meet 

This dealer gave me a striking proof of his love! He 
sacrificed for me some of his own merchandise. And 
now my poor lover turns like a blind horse around a 
well and raises water. But he has not forgotten me, 
and my image consoles him for his hard lot. 


RusBy 
You— girl! 


Bie ACU VaeeAGN DT HaES) > BAGS a) LET 


\VeTROPLCELT 
Yes. Iam not married. 


(Oh giWae 
We shall drive you from our home. You soil its 
purity. 
Vio; Dees, 
Only the gods are immaculate, and perhaps their 
reputation is exaggerated. 
Repay 


Have you no morality, no religion? 


VairOsboeer 
I was thrown suddenly into wretchedness. Such a 
plunge often breaks one’s conscience, which is a lux- 
urious and fragile trifle. 
Reoeeay, 


We shall save our father from your influence. 


Ver Olle ne. 


It wouldn’t surprise me. 


Os 
Then you will fall back into the mire from which he 
raised you. 
Va Onearay 
Please! Have pity on my distress. If, some day, I am 
rich, I shall have principles. I promise you! 


Tro. ©l Ree GA ea er ees 


Rau bex 
Away from here! Miserable, away from here! 
( The Fairy appears ) 
a Hier. ~ Heaney: 


Don’t drive her away, Ruby. She is a woman. 


Res bas 


Are you some sorcerer who protects this creature? 


JT are Re ty 
Tam a fairy. 
OCP rk 
A fairy! 
Vit OVn. Ber 


You see, at least, that I have some pretty relatives. 


AR eas Wek sei, Rese 


Look at me. I am not ugly as the magicians who at 
night mix criminal potions. My face is as bright as 
day. 

OLIN se 
I must admit that your face is attractive. But if you 
are really a fairy, you should uphold justice, and 
should let us drive this creature away. 


DEE ae He Awi Rey: 
You don’t know much about fairies; we are, on the 
contrary, the enemies of justice. We flutter around 


the cradles and at caprice distribute upon the new- 
born either vice or virtue, stupidity or intelligence, 
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weakness or strength, obscurity or glory. We disturb 
universal order. We are the adversaries of the equi- 
table power which organized the world. 


(O} aN 0, 
What are you saying? 
Maze ae ae Se 
If we had not attacked the regular order, all men 
would be equal — and perfect. 
Roos x 
But why weren’t all of you destroyed? 


Hee AU Rey 
Because without our intervention, life would be a 
bore. Our injustices give some zest to living. If we 
didn’t stir up rivalries, combats, humanity would 
have gone to sleep long ago. 


Orr 
Then you will protect Violet against our just resent- 


ment? 
Op cer NB That 3% 


And I shall prevent you from doing an evil act which 
would hurt your father, Mansour. 


VeisOeer or 
You love him? 
erie me A aoe Rey: 
He has been extremely unfortunate. His wife, much 
younger than he, did not love him. 
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Reteney 


You are not going to insult our mother? 


Fee Ast Rey. 


What power can force a creature to experience cer- 
tain sentiments? We have no defense against our 
sympathies and our hatreds. The wife who did not 
cherish Mansour was not criminal, but he suffered, 
and now it is time that fate should be kind to him. 


OPAL 
Who are you, then? 


Dare EH ESA Ter. y. 


I am the most precious of fairies. I have not the 
power to upset heaven and earth, I can not unloose 
the elements; I carry no armor against the redoubt- 
able gods, and I am not as bare as the naked truth. 
My transparent veils let my form be seen without 
causing offense. I am discreet Kindness. I am the 
Fairy of Tolerance. 


VPr Olek 


Merciful One, do not turn aside from your humble 
servant! 


db ser is IB eae 


I love you, Violet, because you have always been tol- 
erant of human passions. 


DiS SAMU aT Vee ACNT D eT ti RoI E ANS Ts 115 


Rusy 
And you hate us because we are closely attached to 
virtue ? 
AP Ge te NS Peat 
Ruby, Ruby, you have not yet given to the poor the 
jewels with which the violent generosity of Rock, the 
financier, has ornamented you. 


Reuen sy 
But—I have not yet had the opportunity. 


leer At Tene y, 


Before the door of your dwelling a wretched crowd 
awaits the alms from your father to celebrate his 
return. 
Reve 
Well? 
tise hk Agate, RAY. 
Throw the diamonds, the pearls, the sapphires to 


these poor. 
OUP AGL 


Why give such treasures to these dirty persons who 
will only sell them to get drunk ? 


rise EeASr aR ay 
Opal! You blame their coarse drunkenness, yet you 
seek rare and strange sensations. You are like those 
who stagger after drinking. Your intoxication is dis- 
tinguished. That’s the only difference! Be indulgent 


to excuse your own actions. 


110 LuRreEr Gein Ter ies 


Rw BY 


It is true, Violet, that I should not blame your desire 
for a luxurious and indolent life. 


Ome 


The sympathy inspired by your companion in cap- 
tivity, Violet, has stirred me. I understand you. 


Ter te MirAtrerey 


Oh, if only all women would listen to my counsel, if 
they would discard the vicious custom of living in 
hostility, if they would only agree, existence would 
be so agreeable for them. 


Vil Of yr 


We are listening to you, O Fairy, so benevolent and 
immoral. 


Rite Bay 
Speak! What must we do? 


OPAL 


We shall obey you. 


(ee pe eh eA is hes 
Embrace one another. 
( Mansour and Turquoise enter. He sees the three embracing. ) 
MANSOUR 


Now, may the gods be blessed! Peace has returned 
to this house! 


DE AU Yen D GT Hi Bab FAST |r l7 


OPAL 

Give thanks — not to all the gods — but to the Fairy 
of Tolerance. 
ieUareGaUsOtlrs.E 
A fairy! 

MaNSOUR 
What! You a fairy! Quick, sherbets and sweet- 
meats! We can not do enough honor to one who 
brings light and joy to our home. 


Tou RO UO s 


But do fairies eat sherbets and sweetmeats ? 


OPAL 
They are immaterial. 


( Violet has gone to get the sweetmeats and sherbets ) 
Revs ey 


They drink up sun rays. 


(er Rae eA Tey, 
Yet these pink sweetmeats tempt me. 


RuByY 
Are you insensible to the fresh smell of sherbets ? 
SReeeas, Ia 1 Se 
( Tasting the sweetmeats ) 
It’s most delightful not to be merely an ideal crea- 
ture, most delightful! 


OPP Act 
Yes, isn’t it? 


FES) | HiRtEee. (GATE eUeAS Nae bate Aeves 


Try ape eA ey. 
Tasting these I can easily understand how the gods 
often succumbed to earthly temptations. 
MAN S06 UE 


Nevertheless, immortal nourishment — 


Pacein Ve ie Te 5% 


They are as tasteless, my dear Mansour, as ethereal 
kisses. Oh, Turquoise, Ruby, Violet, Opal, how for- 
tunate you are to be women! 

URUERe CO hULONIESEE 
Why? 

ES Een TRY 
Your sisters, who have known the delights of love, 
do not ask such a question. Little Turquoise, the 
happiness of humanity is that it is divine in spirit 
and animal in body. Man is more complete than any 
god, since he experiences the joys of both intelligence 
and flesh. 


VeinOete rer 


Some more sweetmeats ? 


Aiea ADS Ae 
Yes! Yes! And if I weren’t afraid of seeming vulgar 
to you, I could bite into a piece of black bread. 
Mea Nas osuer 


We can easily give you that pleasure. 
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Q5 530 5, 1B IN haa 
No! I must keep my figure. 
Rusy 
But, why? 
Hee Re A eny 
Iam the Fairy of Tolerance, not of Exposure. 
OFpeAgr 
So much the worse! 
TUR OU O18 E 
But, dear father — 


MaNsouwurR 
What? 
eR OLUmO eT Siar 


Your astonishment at finding a fairy here has made 
you forget — 


M A NestO.U R 
Well? 
AUER OU Onl 6) Ee 


Forget the gifts you should offer my sisters. They 
are in that casket. 
MUAUNS"O-U -& 

It is true that my mind was a little disturbed. You 
will allow me, kind Fairy, to give these modest pres- 
ents to my daughters? 

eee. FeAl Rey 
I would not disturb your family joys. 


(20> le RE MG ASL DANY re a ea 


M -Auwes- Or Une: 
Here, Ruby, is a necklace of pearls pink as the blood 
of a languishing young maiden. 
Rw sy 


I am overwhelmed at such a marvelous gift. 


M AUNTS O1Ul 


Accept it without blushes. Your beauty deserves it. 


RuByY 


But you are giving me a fortune. 


MAN SO UR 


That is true. But I assure you I secured this jewel in 
exchange for a few slips of paper. 


TeHere Eo Ast x 


What supernatural power let you perform such a 
miracle? 
MANSOUR 


The Genius of Finance. 


(ler Eur tan aRey 


I do not know him. 


MANS OUR 


I shall present him to you. He is a spirit of extraor- 
dinary power. He induces people to give up their 
riches for paper marked with little figures. He says 
to the crowd: “Soon this paper will be worth a great 
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deal.” They believe him, for public credulity is im- 
mense. That’s why we are so rich. 


DeeReOeUROL IESE 
Oh, venerable father! 


MaNsouR 
In this precious phial, my dear Opal, is a mysterious 
essence which will give you enchanted dreams. An 
old crone sold it to me, and I tried its power at once. 
I had only to inhale this magic mixture, and I slept 
deliciously for an entire week, and had the most ex- 
traordinary delights. 
Tine (RAT RY 
Mansour, didn’t you buy two bottles? 


MAaNSOUR 
Unfortunately, no, Fairy. A father can not repeat all 
the details to his daughters. But I can affirm that you 
will have reason to thank me. 
OePpiaer 
Trust in my gratitude, father, wise among the wise. 
te Reo. UPOT ING TE 
And for me? 


IMDAT Nos) oO) UE 
You? 
‘TDaUEReO. Ue Olt SE 


I asked you to bring me a flower. 


t22. ‘Tm wer (GA eA NG ee Aaya 


MAN sio cm 


I don’t remember that. 


TL UeRo oO Us Onlsar 
Oh, I can see you are only teasing me. You want me 
to get excited. You didn’t forget the wish of your 
youngest child. 
MANSOUR 


I assure you, my child — 


IG Reon. Oise Er 
There, in the casket, I saw it. 


NM ANS Ont 
What, then? 


Ue ReOeUsO haser 
A rose! 


( Mansour opens the casket, and takes out the flower ) 
TURQUOISE 
Oh! What a beautiful rose! 


Oper 


Beautifully white, with a heart as pink as a furtive 
desire. 


Row 8 ¥ 
It looks like some precious tissue. 
Vi 0 tenes 


A rose more beautiful than all other roses. 
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leit, AE Astorey 
Without doubt, gathered in some enchanted garden. 


AUER REOWUTOL Son 
Give it to me, father! I want to smell it! 


MANSOUR 


You must not touch it until you know where it comes 
from. 
TGGR Ost Orn sue 


What difference does that make if it charms me! 


MA Nas Oc) R 
You are my own child. That’s exactly what I thought 
when I first saw Violet. 
Aes Re OO tase 
Father, father, let me have the flower. 


MANSOUR 

It opened, gloriously, in a royal park. 
Reuerry 

Where is it? 

MANSOUR 
In a city. I do not know. I do not know how I came 
to be in the garden walk bordered by fragrant shrubs. 
I was alone. My people were resting at the inn, and 
I had become lost while walking. Suddenly I saw 
this rose. I did not resist the desire to pluck it to 
bring to you. 
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OF PrAsE 
The flower is quite fresh. You picked it this morn- 
ing? 
MANSOUR 
More than six months ago. 


SURO UO isso 
How? 
MAN's o'U R 
And every morning it seems younger. Drops of dew 
tremble in the mysterious folds of its corolla. 


Tempe BACT RLY 

Unbelievable! 
IM 4°Nes Oo trek 

It is strange that you do not believe in miracles — 
you, a fairy! 

THe Fairy 
Excuse me, but I always doubt any supernatural 
thing unless I have caused it myself. 


RuBsy 


A flower which does not wither! What a rarity | 
Give me the rose, Turquoise, and [’ll give you the 
best of my necklaces. 


MvAuNus: O. War: 


Oh, my children! Don’t covet a gift that may prove 
dangerous. Just as I had plucked this rose, I saw 
emerging from a bush a monstrous creature. 
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Oores i 
What was he like? 


MEA GNA SO uUiIER 


He had —like a man—two hands and two feet. 
But he was as hairy as a bear. 


HeUsReO: UO 1 ske 
A kind of monkey? 


MANSOUR 


No! He spoke in a rough voice, but in good jan- 
guage. 
OPP Ast 


He must have had an interesting face. 


MAN Ss 0O.U R 


I remember only the sadness of his eyes. 


Ruesy 
And then?’ 
MaNSOUR 


And then, I was afraid, for he uttered threats. He 
said, “‘Miserable stranger, since you have dared to 
pull that rose, I shall strangle you!” 
Toth 3 At RY 
What did you do? 
MAN sO UFR 


I prostrated myself before him. 
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Verio eeret 


You did right. We must always honor those who 
threaten us and appear stronger than we are. 


MAN 5 0 -U R 


Tremblingly I said, “Sir, I plucked this rose for my 
daughter, Turquoise. See, a father kneels at your 
feet.’ And he said, “I am a beast and have no senti- 
ment of family. But—is Turquoise beautiful?” I 
held out to him your picture which I always wear on 
my long voyages. 


ARAYA eM ter al as 


Oh! But that’s such a poor picture of me! 


VLA Nas) Or Ur: 


He was touched by the charm of your face and he 
said, “I shall pardon you because you are the father 
of this maiden. But you must tell this adventure to 
her. You will offer the rose to her, adding that if she 
inhales its perfume she will be immediately trans- 
ported to this garden. Go! and may I see your daugh- 
ter soon!”’ . 
OeraAae 
Splendid! 


Rw sy 


I must admit I’m skeptical still. It was some vaga- 
bond, father, making game of you. 
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MAGN Sco 
This vagabond wore on his finger an incomparable 
emerald. 


Rate Rey 
In size? 
MSN S 0.0 RF 


And in color; a stone as mysterious as the ocean and 
as hope. 


i UeReO1ULO 1S: rE 


Give me the rose. 


MANSOUR 


Reflect, my child, of the risks you run if you smell it. 


sue OsUnOnas F 
I want it! I want it! 
Ru py 


You are young, Turquoise. You have not yet experi- 
enced the supreme joys of life. Let your older sister 
take your place and undergo the trials intended for 
you. Let me depart to the enchanted garden and 
when I get back, I'll tell you everything that has 
happened. 
LAvEREOnUnOales bE 

I’m tired of stories. I’m always being told about 
things! I want to know for myself. Give me the 
rose | 
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OrprArr: 
Are you going to give yourself to a beast when well- 
educated young men sue for your hand? You will 
have no defense against the attacks of this brute. Let 
my experience meet this assault. 
‘LeU ReOaULOs tes. 


My rose! My rose! 


M ANS. 0-U RR 
You — Fairy — come to our aid and turn my daugh- 
ter from this madness. 
Cee EA tere y 


You are an old man, and yet you pretend that you 
can recognize wisdom and clemency? Your daugh- 
ter, in obeying her caprice, in following her instinct, 
perhaps sees more clearly than you with your reason 
and your prudence. 

MeA NS 0 U-k 


Ungrateful, you wish to leave your father’s house ? 


TU, RO U0 P-see 


I can smell already the perfume of the enchanted 
garden. 


MANSOUR 


You have no regret at leaving your old father who 


thinks only of your happiness ? 
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Ww eRPOuLonics E 
I hear the voice of my beloved. 


MANSOUR 
My child! My child! 
Viele ORUnE Tt 
You need not be present at her departure. 


MaAaNSOUR 
You are right. Such fruitless emotions are a drain on 
my health. 
Veis071 Eee 
Come smoke in the little room with the soothing 
walls which you have so often described to me. And 
I shall sing to lighten your pain. 


MAIN SOR 


Farewell, my child. Kiss me! Watch over her, good 
Fairy. Goodbye, you ungrateful child whom I adore! 


( He goes out accompanied by Violet ) 
Tee FA rR y 
She is no more ungrateful than your other children. 
She is merely obeying the natural law. 
RoUe REY, 
We stay with our father! 


OPAL 
We don’t run after silly adventures. 


10) TREE GIA PAUNE Tt ab Le Aa yas 


‘LU REO MOnrasee 


Sisters mine, would you like to have the rose? 


Rav ey 
What are you saying, dear? 
Ouest 
You really consent? 
Teer roste ert ses 
No! Let me attempt my own fate. My moment to 


live has come. I was only testing you. 


Rew pay 


Goodbye. 


Ow ALL 


May you be happy. 
( Ruby and Opal move out of the room ) 
Aa RsO1UsOel cen 


Fairy, I must confess I am afraid. 


ec eA tay: 


You can still refrain from smelling the rose. 


tie ReOuUeO sIaSsee 


But what would the others say? 


GhGinan dy. tei s 


If you want to be happy you must take no thought of 
public opinion. 
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Ta ReO tl 0.1 See 
I am afraid —I am afraid — but it is delicious. 


(She ventures to smell the rose; her voice becomes more feeble; she 
grows drowsy. ) 


Fairy, it seems to me I am already in the enchanted 
garden. The beast is approaching. Oh! What an- 
guish! But how pleasant! 

Wee Fair y 


Young maiden! Young maiden! 


uaReOtUTOwl sf 


Fairy, do you fear this beast? 


bE At RY. 


My child, I have no reason to fear him. 


eceRy Or UO is & 


Fairy, he is not wicked. I am caressing him, and he 
does not want to harm me. 


Vi iebe Pear RY: 


Dream on! Dream on! 


lek) 0. UO less E 


Fairy, could it be that the beauty might love the 
Beast? 


slr Ane Rey, 


Quite possible! 


132 lr Ee (GA teu ANei eh As 


dU sRsOeUROr res ee 
Fairy, who will transport me to the garden of beauti- 
ful roses? 

Teagan RGA y. 
The swiftest of couriers— Light and the Seven 
Colors. 

‘lat: Reo Ue iseE 
Goodnight — goodnight — Fairy. 


(She is asleep. The Fairy makes a sign. Light and the Seven Colors 
appear and dance the Ballet of Light. ) 


(GW) I A AN ML IS) 


(ee 





eal wal et 


its E garden of the Beast. When the curtain rises Turquoise 
is lying as at the end of the first act. Near her stands the Fairy. 


i ee. FAtwR ¥ 
Now you may awaken. 
T Wer ou oO Ss. F 
( Opening her eyes ) 
I ought to say, “Where am I?” 
Ni tee bea ler ey 


That’s what everyone says who wakens in an un- 
known place. 
TW Re Os OetaseE 


But I recognize these flowers and these trees although 
I’ve never seen them. I am in the enchanted garden. 
ie Peel aay 

The dwelling place of the Beast. 
sien On eO aeS er 
How this beautiful place reassures me! A monster 
who delights in these flowers can not be so terrible. 
he tisk) oA RAY 


Wisdom warns us not to judge people by appear- 
ances. Clothes do not make the man. 


DS) 


ig4 “Dare Er GA AN ree eas 


“LU RO UO tes 


You mustn't pin too much faith to proverbs. People 
who are deceived by attitudes, gestures, and appear- 
ances simply don’t know how to look. 


THe Pi PeAML ERE Y. 


Presumptuous! 


TGR Oni Onlasee 


A man’s house betrays to us his tastes and his inclina- 
tions. I need no more than these beautiful vistas end- 
ing in round plats of green and basins of singing 
water. I am no longer afraid. The creature who 
lives here is a fine animal. 


a eee eet rey 


But if he is cruel? 


‘LU ROOF Ul Ou STE 


The delicate tints of the baskets prove his tenderness. 


Ol ts eee PaeAu Rony. 
If he is brutal ? 


Poe R OLUOsIEseE 


How can you say such a thing when you see these 
fine and carefully leveled gravel paths where he 
walks? I begin to fear that this brute has a common- 
place soul. Without doubt I shall find on the lawn a 
glass globe. 
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Teo & Foacurey 
Which reflects his ugliness? 
VE i RO Kererk Gore 
He is not ugly. 
ete et AeTeR Gy 
Why not? 
Tur -O Uol se 5 
Those vases with supple outlines prove to me that he 
loves beauty and his eyes will show it. 
Deere) aa eRe y 
You are mad! 
il Gereo-usoul see 
Let us explore this domain so that I can divine all 
the qualities of the person who waits for me. 
Ue Hieeo: Scart Rey 
Let us walk in the woods. 
(eUGR; OnU-Os 767 
While the wolf is not there. 
(te east. Ry 
You know the story of Little Red Riding Hood? 


Neuer sO, Ur OM sak 
That doesn’t frighten me. Little Red Riding Hood 
was too young to satisfy the wolf’s hunger. He 
wouldn’t have eaten me. I am Little Blue Riding 


Hood. 


36 Turner GavnaAwr Pars 


disease APN 


You have confidence in your destiny ? 


T R20 trou. 6.5 


I have faith in my turquoise star. Psyche was sent to 
meet a furious monster and she met—love. I am 
like the princess who adored a lion. 


Tai ch eae Ty 


You are going to file his teeth and trim his claws? 


eth OU Oslasee 


No! It is degrading to weaken those who love us. I 
know of nothing more base than what that coquette 
did. She didn’t deserve to have a lion love her. She 
was fit for only a fox or a dog. 


S| Heep exer eety. 


Come, Turquoise. Let us walk in the woods. 


‘ToUertOVUAORt SE 


But I see people in the woods. 


T Hat ~-EA TRY 
Those are the men who sigh for your sisters. 


Roo Uno Los) 
The financier Rock and the poet Yeroum? 


‘lias Park v 


They followed them. 


DIRPAGUST Ya AN DANT, HIE ve, BeArsits 37 


TUR OU Ol 1.SeE 
Are my sisters here too? 


etd eee beat ieRay 
When you fell asleep you dropt the magic rose. They 
inhaled the odor. Rock and Yeroum then bore the 
flower to their nostrils. Violet and your father could 
not resist their curiosity. 
UCR OL Oss .8 
Then it’s a family reunion! 
6: oh ee alata tas ae 
Aren't you glad to feel your sisters so close to you? 
‘eu RO, ULOTtns. © 
And my almost — brothers-in-law! 
Wetie GP SAT Rey 
And your venerable father? 
NittieR OAUnOnl sar 
And his respectable slave! 
THe Fairy 
Their host had them transported in a little pavilion. 


Ati OFusOsl Ser 
And what hospitality does he offer me? 

Pee. EP eACT Rey 
For you a palace of blue before which a terrace sown 
with mauve irises overlooks a garden of forget-me- 
nots, violets, and pansies. 
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Tl OfUeOrlns. 
Is this a blue land? 


GES Eb eAS TARY 
It is the domain of Turquoise. Come. 


TUR O° On1,6 5 
Not towards Rock and Yeroum. I have need of soli- 
tude and meditation. 


JOG fare TEC b ae 
Shall I leave you? 


[Re OU OLlesur 
When you are near me, I am with myself. You are 
neither a relative nor a stranger: — you are my soul. 
THe Farry 
( Singing ) 
Let us walk within the woods. 
lek Or UrOsleseE 
( Singing ) 
When the wolf’s no longer there. 
( They move away, but their voices can still be heard ) 
LT aie “IFA pt Rey 
If the wolf should meet you. 


Tuck On OsLsee 
He would surely eat you. 


(oner ear rey 
’ 
But he s gone away. 
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Ue REO UO lt Sek 
So no meal today. 


( As soon as they have disappeared the Beast emerges from a thicket. He 
listens to the lessening song. ) 


Stee 16h ee NS ae 


I could weep at the sound of her voice. While she 
spoke, I gazed upon her. But I could not see her dis- 
tinctly. Why didn’t I go up to her? Why didn’t I 
throw myself at her feet? I feared I might terrify 
her. She would have been frightened by my ugli- 
ness. She would have uttered a cry I could never 
forget. Oh, I would quit this hideous and grotesque 
wrapping! Just for a moment to be a man and ap- 
pear to her without arousing her horror! What di- 
vinity cursed my birth? Why am I hateful or ridicu- 
lous? I haven’t even the relief of shedding tears! 
Oh, why am I not a man, even though infirm, crip- 
pled, disfigured! Then I should know at least the 
relief of tears! 


(He sinks down. Despair overcomes him. Yeroum and Rock enter 
cautiously. ) 


Yor Rn 0: i M 
We are wrong to intrude upon his meditations. 
Rock 


We must have a talk with this monster. 


( The Beast groans ) 


Tore 1] area Gaia AN Te Pa Aas 


YEROUM 
( Trembling ) 
What ideas can we exchange with this animal? He 
hasn’t seen us. That permits us to avoid him without 
appearing impolite. 
Keore & 


Are you a coward? 


YY GEaReO aU eM 
I haven’t a soul of a martyr. Without being a cow- 
ard, I must admit I’m not anxious to approach a wild 
beast. 
Tee SB eeessser 
( Perceiving the two young men ) 
Are you looking for me, sirs? 
R70 Ce 


We are. 
(eure Dares Ser 


Are you pleased with your quarters? Have my serv- 
ants been attentive to you? 


YER oO om 
Oh, courteous unknown, we have nothing but praise 
for your household and your generosity. 
Rock 
Our reception has been cordial and magnificent. 


‘oa 8 Ba Aes 
Look at me. 
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Rock 
Sir! 
‘this JA ee 
Look at me, Yeroum! 
YORE R OU Mt 
arm: 
PL oresr) Bop Asser 
Tam ugly, am I not? 
Rock 
But— 
Tee b EAS 7 
Fastidious Yeroum, you profess to cherish the beauti- 
ful. Tell me if I am as horrible as I imagine. 
Yer o UM 


I do not know. The question you put is an extremely 
delicate one. 
We j2eGs -ibyas AS ue 


Answer without fear or pity. 


YrROU™M 


Beauty is merely an appearance and a convention. 
We admire the head of a certain dog, yet if we saw 
it on the body of a man we would think it hideous. 
You are probably very handsome — for your kind. 


Tee BSE Aes eT 


I am a monster — yet I am in love! 


142° DH Ree GA TANT eas 


R-Ore. k 


You hardly know Turquoise! 


qe Gzomn Wis eG ae 
I love her! I love her youth! I love the intelligent 
clearness of her eyes! I love her delicacy and fragile- 
ness! I love her because she is a woman, and I am 
only a brute. 


Y TE RO ue 


Just as rude Vulcan sighed for Sweet Venus and 
sooty Polyphemus for Galatea, white as milk. 


‘Hebe been aser 
You happy men! You can be loved — yet you do not 
love! 

VY £ ROW M 
But — 
Rio vcer 

If you please — 

Te P Bie sar 
Opal inspires your talent for rming, Yeroum; and 
Ruby your cleverness as financier, Rock. They are 
the mirrors of your abilities. In their eyes you see 
your own intellects. You are men. I—I am a beast. 
J am as straightforward as instinct. 


Rie kK 


You are not a brute. 
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YER OU M 


You are overstating. 


Rtotc kK 


You must think above all of Turquoise’s happiness. 


YY eoReo cu Me 


You will pity her tears. You want to obtain every- 
thing by appealing to tenderness. 


Tue Bras § 
You are right! 
Roo ek 


My dear fellow, you are almost human. 


‘tHee 9B BARS tT 


Is it then impossible for her to be mine? I am ugly. 
But often in your cities young maidens marry repug- 
nant, rich old men. Like them, I have riches, and I 
am strong, I am young. 


RocKk 


You don’t understand conventionality. We admit 
that a girl of sixteen may marry a man nearly ninety. 
But your marriage with Turquoise would create a 
scandal. If it occurs —I must warn you —I shall re- 
nounce my desire to enter the family of Mansour. I 
can not live without public approval; —I am a finan- 
cler. 


TAA © aR Eee (Gasp Lal Ae eaves 


Ypro UM 
I shall have to relinquish Opal, for I dare not risk 
being ridiculous. I am a poet. 
Taihs ab eee 
And you claim to love! To love is to care nothing for 
the world, for family, for one’s self. 
YEreRovU™M 


You speak like an old lyric poet. 


Rote kK 


Would you really be such a beast? 


Oe iy ay eis ee 
Oh, my beloved, I would that all the contempt of the 
world might overwhelm you! I should lean over 
your distress, raise you, and console you. I would 
show the crowd my claws and my fangs, and the vile 
horde would respect you. None would dare utter a 
word when you passed with me through the city. 
ReOscrk: 
Who ever loved like that? 


Nb emar PAR aie Fy 
I do now — the Beast. 
Yerar Ol te 


My dear fellow, you don’t understand women. Cer- 
tainly, it’s a fine thing to offer them tumultuous pas- 
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sion. That flatters them. They welcome the speeches 
which praise eternal—and above all, exclusive — 
love. But beware of actually imposing such a serious 
attachment upon them. They haven’t the endurance 
to survive it. Their souls are as delicate as their 
shoulders. 
RuOlG Kk 

If you wish to please them, be jesting and skeptical 
even while you swear eternal vows. The words you 
utter will flatter their vanity; but your tone will re- 
assure them. 

oh Pee Dy peas er 
I can’t believe you are speaking the truth. There are 
women who yearn to be loved as I wish to love. And 
I am waiting for one of them now. 


Roe 


Well, I hope you meet such a bizarre, exceptional 


creature. 
YepRoU™ 


A phenomenon. 
(ener EeAese Tr 
A monster, you mean? 


RiO-Cor 
Can you really believe that the soul affinity you seek 
dwells in a feminine body? Look at this approaching 
creature, and tell us, truthfully, whether you believe 
you can please her. 
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ae escas Mea A Ge 
Ah, me! 


Reoucek 
Show yourself to my charming Ruby and if she 
doesn’t run away from you, I'll not oppose your 
marriage to Turquoise. 


Yor RO a0 
Make the trial. 
AP see Mayas AS Gs 
I dare not. 
Roe & 
We'll hide behind this shrubbery and listen to your 


gallant conversation. 
risen Danese san 
Spare me the test. 


Yer O10 M 


( Laughing ) 
Oho! ho! ho! 


( Rock and Yeroum disappear. The Beast looks timidly along the path 
toward the approaching Ruby. Then he sinks to the ground with his 
paw ornamented with the large emerald in view upon a stone or a 
hillock of turf. .Ruby enters. 


tReueEsy 
Oh! What a beautiful emerald! 
( She approaches and tries to pick it up ) 
US her be Aeser 
( Rising shghtly and speaking softly ) 
Take care, Madame, of my claws. You might hurt 
yourself. 
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Rusy 
( Slightly abashed ) 
Ah! 
loeb be Aser 
( Standing erect ) 
I horrify you? 
RusBy 
No! 


at B)8Bor saucer: 

But you uttered a cry. 
Rete =y 

I didn’t expect to see anyone. I leaned over this stone 
as if it were a flower. I tried to pluck it. If just at 
that moment a beautiful butterfly had flown up, I 
should have cried out just the same. I am not very 
brave. I’m afraid of bees and bugs. 


Totem Barcastr 
And you're not afraid of me? 
ReCrEry 
Of your No! 
eH mo BoE A Ser 
No! Yet Iam a monster. 


Row ecy 
Who? Your 
L GHisB- a, bo RoAessT. 
I! 
Rou BY 


No! 


Tao Treen (Geer tan tele es 


‘Tae De ranesa 
Iam nota monster? 
Reuse: y. 
You were speaking just now of paws and claws. 
Tims Bee Ais r 
See! 
RU 3ey 
These are simply powerful hands. Your rather long 
nails are as pink and transparent as shells. 
(She takes the hand bearing the emerald ) 
lowe Bo eAs 


Never have I heard such pleasing speeches. The 
maidens about here flee when I approach. 


ees a3 ste 
( Still holding his hand ) 
Stupid creatures! 
ree eBeEeieser 
Young mothers shriek, “The Beast!” and when their 
children are bad, they threaten to call me and have 
me devour them. 


RupBpy 
( Holding his hand still ) 


My poor friend! 


TY Sa be eB ease 
You pity me? 
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Ro Bey 
I am affected by your fate. I would try to help you 
forget the injustice of it. I hardly know you, and yet 
you stir all my pity. 
(ae Benes ser 
( Disengaging his hand ) 
Oh! So it’s merely pity? 
Revneay 
Sir? 
Ab sspap esas Noe 
You offer me your pity as an alms. You pour upon 
me, as upon a sick man, a compassionate regard. 
RU BY 
( Regaining his hand ) 
Give me your hand. Do we go to the aid of unfortu- 
nate persons like this? Is our feeling for them so evi- 
dent, so marked? 


JR Gshas Ubeae Vee 
You really mean that you feel some tenderness to- 
wards me? 


Rite pey 
( Lowering her eyes ) 
Hush! 
Tmer Breast 
You blush? 


RuBY 


You forget that you love my young sister, Turquoise. 


ro, Lire Gea Ane BeAr 


Hie wo eEeAeCeT 


I was charmed by her portrait. I have heard the de- 
licious sound of her voice. I have gazed upon her 
delicate figure. But I have not yet seen her face ail 
have not exchanged a word with her. 


Rusy 


And faithless already! Just like a man! 


Tie a DLEeAdser 
Ruby! 
Reursy 


Pardon me! I didn’t mean to hurt you. 
Hon ose aAus eT 
( Sadly ) 
Like a man! 
RU By 


\ 
Yes; like a man. For you are not one. 


lot ee eo Rea So 3 
More’s the pity! 
Rw py 


You are superior to mankind. 


et fe DepsArs tT 
What? 


Reiter °y. 
I must confess to you— besides, you are so penetrat- 
ing that you must have perceived it already ;— being 
here with you I can not control myself from feeling a 
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sudden and deep thrill. Oh! you are not like the 
others! 


lem: Ber As T 
( Taking her hand ) 


My friend! 
RusBy 


How you must look down on me! 
lie Hieb eB yp AGsaT 
No! No! 
Rusy 
You must know the truth, for I have need of your 
esteem. 
AR eRe BBS 
I do esteem you! 
RoGae yy 
You must not think that this is only a passing whim 
which draws me towards you. I know that you are 
destined to accomplish glorious deeds. 


T mre Boe ats 
You are sure? 
Reap Y 


Until now you have lacked confidence in your pow- 
ers. You have shut yourself up in seclusion. You have 
not made use of all the resources at your command. 


erie es Ee ARSET 


( Somewhat moved ) 


I am destined to a brilliant future ? 


is2 [THREE GALANT sha 


Ria ay 


See! Already you are awakening! I adore your exal- 
tation. 
Is E BE Ass T 
( More irritated ) 
Yes, Yes! I understand. Under your benign influ- 
ence I should astonish the world. The land would be 
dazzled by the splendor of our existence. 


Row Bey 
( Very tenderly ) 
Speak on! | 
litho ties bene Amara 
( Furious with rage ) 

You know that in the rooms of my castle are accu- 
mulated riches which would astonish your eyes? A 
pile of gold and precious stones. A handful of this 
would buy all the lands — and all the consciences of 
the country. 

Rote Bey 


What a marvelous dream! 


eae = Bo Acs 7 
( More violently ) 
The whole world would prostrate itself before us, as 
I might kneel before you. 


Ro Bay 
( Taking one of her necklaces and placing it upon him ) 


Accept this gift. 
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tree BRESA Son: 


Take this emerald ring which you saw first, and 
which drew you to my distress. 
RuBsy 
( Taking the ring ) 
Oh, my love! 
( Rock and Yeroum appear suddenly ) 


Ro ocx 


Ww h! ( To Ruby ) 
retcn! 
RusBsy 


You must be mad! 
Y Ee R.0 UM 
( To Rock ) 
Calm yourself, my friend, calm yourself. 


Re Ore K 
I'll kill her! 
Yer oO We 
( Restraining him ) 
I beg you! 


Reuse. ¥ 
Yes; you're in a fine temper! 


Ro OucoK 
Don’t jest, and don’t try to deceive me by your mild 
tone and your innocent eyes. I saw you. | heard your 


tender words. 
RuBY 
Really? 


r54 lea Ree Gal Doan Fa kes 


Rios 


Your behavior is infamous. You’re a— 


Racers y 

Go on. I expected your insults! Why don’t you beat 
me? You can find heavy branches anywhere about 
here in the woods. Shall I get one for your If you 
want to kill me, draw the knife from your belt. And 
shall I hang my head under your outrages, shall I cry 
out under your cudgel, or bleed under your’ sharp 
blade? You forget that I may have at my side some 
one to protect me. 


Reo © k& 


He’d better not interfere in our quarrel! 


‘Lob Bes sr 
I have nothing to say. I am watching you with ad- 
miration. You gnash your teeth, you growl, you 
shudder — yet I am the beast. 

YER oO u™ 

I beg of you— don’t irritate him! 

lee BEAs & 
I have no intention of irritating him. He has all my 
sympathy. 


RuByY 
Oh! 
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Keowee _k 


In short, sir, haven’t I good cause to be jealous? I see 
the woman I adore — 


Revs Boy 
You adore me! 


R o%c KR 
The woman I adored. —I saw her offer you a neck- 
lace I gave to her. 
Ageia ABS NO ae 


( Handing her the necklace ) 
Take it back. 


Revepay 
That’s the way you treat my presents ? 


T ae BvEeatse © 

There’s no need for a woman to give her brother-in- 
law sumptuous presents. 

Kose. 
What? 

Ree ey 

( Slightly vexed ) 

Why of course! Isn’t he going to marry Turquoise ? 

Ruvorcen 
But — just now — 

Ru By 
Well! My friend, don’t you understand that an hon- 
orable woman doesn’t like to be spied on by the man 
who pretends to love her? 


156 THREE GAD Aa Ne Tae Aas 


Roorcre 


Then you knew I was watching your 


YEROUM 


They've played a joke on us! 


Retiep sy 


I saw you behind the azalea bushes. 


ROL eek 
Oh, you minx! 
Row BY 
I fortunately found, to give you your lesson, a person 
clever enough to give a perfect imitation of sincerity. 
Rone ok 


I implore pardon for my brutality. 


Reomey: 


It showed me the unsuspected violence of your love. 
Go on! Insult me! Finish your sentence, “You are 


> 


a— 


Rio ¢ & 
You area — 

RuByY 
Well? Well? 

Reoveek 


( Kissing her hand ) 
You are a woman! 
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Rupsy 


Come. 
( Returning ) 


Ah, sir, I was forgetting. Take back the ring you 
offered me in jest. 

A eee Wha ee ae 
Keep it. It is my betrothal gift to you. 


Rw By 


Thanks. 


( Rock and Ruby, affectionately embracing, go out ) 
NOS aR eo) tus ys 
Allow me to congratulate you. 
oH & Bee As Tf 
Why? 
YE RO uM 
You have acted like a gallant man. 


NH rot be Pass © 


You alarm me. 
YY Cher] Oovem 


You helped Ruby to lie; it was well done. 


‘lew Ee) Bie Ais 3 
She merely wished to excite the jealousy of her 


lover — 
YER .0 UM 


Oh, not at all! I am not so simple as Rock. I am 
penetrating, subtle. I understand women. Just now 


98° LHR RETGALLAN TT Euaws 


when she was alone with you she meant every word 
she said. 

gee EB Ea 
You claim to understand women, yet you pretend 
that you can tell the exact moment when one of them 
means what she says! 


Yee ROU M 


There are accents which can not deceive. Ruby was 
ready to love you. 


ern? ABere Arse 


Perhaps she was attracted somewhat by my riches. 


YER oOo UM 


You want to be loved for yourself alone ? 


eee bree sr 
Yes! 
Y 8 ko UM 

But, sir, women are charmed by our qualities, by the 
joys they can extract from them. A wrestler is adored 
for his strength, a poet for his imagination, a come- 
dian for his fame, a millionaire for his money. Every 
one of us is cherished for some advantage to his 
sweetheart. Women are as selfish as we are. We 
must try not to be too vain. 


Dose Baran 2 


Your indulgence should be welcome to charming 
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Opal. She is coming this way, doubtless looking for 
you. 
NE RAG une 


I don’t want her to find me. 


(ris ee INS 
Why not? 
NSEC REO san 


My hair is not well curled. The folds of my tunic are 
not quite, right. My nails are not pink enough. I 
must repair my appearance. 


Da & SBae Assen 
Stay here! 
Ye ERO. UeM 
No! No! Ican not risk the loss of her tenderness and 
my prestige by letting her see me with a belt so badly 
tied. 


(He hurries away ) 
cre Fae Dar ees 
( Alone ) 
I admire all the troubles men give themselves when 
they’re in love. Such fastidiousness as this we mere 
beasts can’t understand. 
( Opal enters ) 

sitio beac a 
If you are looking for Yeroum, he will return soon. 
He went to his pavilion to readjust his curls and ar- 
range his costume. 


TOO. 1 eRCRCE GALL Te Ae ee ee Yes 


ON ie 
What did you do to him? 


(eet “Usa a Oe 
Nothing. 
Ores 


I thought you might have rolled him in the dirt. 


aR iia Moyers BU Gey 
Oh, no. We were frankly conversing. But he was 
afraid he wasn’t properly combed or sufficiently per- 
fumed to approach your grace. 
OP Aart 


Are you making fun of him? 


AO Gia Vela NS 43 


No! He is a charming young man. But I must apol- 
ogize for having addressed you without being intro- 
duced. 
OP ar 

I am Opal. 

Toe a Berea s.r 
I beg you to excuse me if I do not observe all the con- 
ventions of polite society. I am not polished. 


OMT IN 
Let me assure you I have seen no slip to shock me. 
AE Boneaes er 
You are too indulgent. 
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Ospaker 
Oh, no! Just like you, I abhor conventionality. 


Wiis Iie a Sar 
You have discarded all the absurd traditions? 


Oepaner 
I have an independent spirit. 
‘(eres Mb) RaAS ST 


Yet you frequent social gatherings ? 


O Pa Lt 


Simply to observe people. But in the midst of these 
brilliant and feverish functions, I am able to isolate 
myself. 


eee bee entser 
You are a superior woman. 
ORPrAgT: 
No! No! It’s simply that I have an individual per- 


sonality. 
ier aheebe beams a: 


I divined it. Few men are able to comprehend your 
real feelings, your inmost thoughts. 


Orr ae: 
I hide them under a mask of frivolity. 
(Pas oR A Se 


You are melancholy, aren’t you? 


TO Ll HR ete, Ga AL eA eee eves 


OUP 
Oh, yes! 
Tor & “BoE sAiS T 
A dreamer? 
ORDEAL GY 
Oh! 
ee BEALS er 
Temperamental! 
Oregcar 
What would you have me? I am an artist. 


Hin Breese r 
Which art? Painting? 


O-PA LE 
No! 


( He looks carefully at her hands ) 
Le A Bae Dee easier 
Not sculpture ? 
OR PN a 
No! 
Twe Bras t 
Architecture ? 


pO IAa 
No! 
Tertee eB ee aeser 
( Striking his brow ) 
Music! 


OWwsa 


Oh, about as much as all women. I can sing. But I 
pursue no regular art; I vibrate. 


BiEAci t Yaron Darter. eb EAs) 103 
ivreres by Et, Ser 
You vibrate? 
OLPALE 
Yes. Before sunsets, in the moonlight, I vibrate. I 
sense the mysterious beauty of things. I become in- 
toxicated with rays and darkness. My soul dilates. 
Heo ee be reARser 
Then you have a soul? 


O PAu 
Why, certainly! Haven’t you? 
NOteE DoE AS er 
Ol let mea beast, 
Over 
What an inconvenience not to have a soul! Then you 
have no sensitiveness ? 
it BB ore Avs 7 


Indeed yes! I rejoice to see the beauty of the sky, to 
hear the songs of birds, to taste the flavor of fruits, to 
breathe the perfume of roses, to caress your hand. 


Oepeacr 


All these are only the gross pleasures of the senses. 
But you do not experience the delicious troublings of 
the soul. 

eer Bee PAG Ser. 


I do not understand you. 
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Or pea er 


How can I explain to you? 


AR seni 1B} GN Say 
Try! 
OPAL 
Are you happy to be near me? 
A aiease. Was PEGs 
Indeed yes. 
Osa 
Why? 
Hib ber eA ese 


Because I find you attractive. 


Ofna 
( Disdainfully ) 
Seeing! 
Ibias Bia Oe 
I like the sound of your voice. 
OEP iAer 
Hearing! 
Lae bere srr 
The perfume of your presence is agreeable. 
©) prea TL 
Smelling! 
Tae Bera sor 
( Taking her hand ) 


I like to hold your hand. 
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OPPs 
( Slightly affected ) 
Touching! 


Te EBVEsA sor 
( Responding ) 
The flavor of your neck is exquisite! 
OFrenn 
; ( More affected ) 
Tasting! 
area enAGs Tr. 
( Carried away ) 
I can anticipate more rapturous, more complete de- 
lights — 
OPAL 
Oh, my friend! My friend! You are going to speak 
of the soul! 
To wee Bir aeser 


Oh! The soul, that’s what that — 


OeryAet 
( Half closing her eyes ) 
Why am I so happy at feeling so feeble in your strong 
hands? The soul! 
Tee Be Der AVS 5 
I understand. 
OPAL 
I should flee from you— yet I am happy at being 


rocked in the arms of the beast. 


160 lumREEe GADD AN Tee oe ys 


[Hw ieee De EeAas 0 
The soul! 
Ook ju 
The odor of your fur intoxicates me. It has kept the 
perfume of the grass where you have slept. A wood- 
land odor — the freshness of thyme and lavender. 


(Peto des ee 
The soul! 
Orr at 
It seems as though a faun had pursued me across the 
country. I could hear behind me the increasing sound 
of his goat feet. I felt his breath upon my neck. I 
had no strength to flee. Oh, monster! Monster! 


AU ee Niere NAS e 
My dear soul! 


OP a 1 


( Abandoning herself to him ) 
Can you comprehend the beauty of these supernat- 
ural superior joys? 
tite bapen set 
It seems to me that I also have a soul! 


OPprAaT. 


Divine, isn’t it? How far removed we are from the 
vulgar world. We are soaring! 


kr Sab BeAecen 
( Letting her sink down ) 


We are far from the earth. 
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OP AL 
So far! So far! 


( Yeroum enters. He assumes a false jocularity. ) 


Y ER 0 tiem 


Pere bam, 
OPAL 
Ah! 
Tete Bee Ans oT 
Yeroum! 


YEROUM 
Did you think I was going to shriek out like Rock? 
I’m not so stupid! 
OF Aa 
What? 
Yor k.0 UM 
If I had discovered you in a gallant conversation, 
flirting, I might have taken offense. But really, you 
went too far. 
HE BoE A ST: 
What? 
\iesk oo M 
The picture you showed me was incredible. Opal, 
the fastidious Opal, fainting in the arms of the beast. 
That’s too much. It’s perfectly plain that this is a 
practical joke. 
OPAL 


But Yeroum, I assure you — 
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Y ERO UM 

( Serious; moved ) 
It must be only a practical joke, Opal. Otherwise I 
should sufter too keenly. 


Oee7yr, 


I never knew, Yeroum, that you love me so deeply. 


Ye Rouen 


It was a test, a bitter test. Oh; I am ill; I am ill! 


ORPrAy 
I didn’t intend to hurt you. I am disturbed —I am 
not quite sure of myself-—I did not foresee your 


grief. 
YrR 0 GoM 


Opal! 
( She hesitates between the Beast and Yeroum ) 
YEROUM 
( Moving toward the left ) 
Opal! 


‘T we Ber Asser 


He is calling you. He loves you. 


YEROUM 
( Almost out of sight, extending his arms ) 
Opal! 
Orr een 
( Following him ) 
Iam coming. I am coming. 
( They disappear together ) 
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Weis ay Ne 
It is certain that I shall be a success with the women. 
The peasants who run away from me must be co- 
quettes; now I’m sure of it. They want me to run 
after them. Ruby and Opal are more simple, more 
natural. It’s a fine thing to be a beast for women. 
( Mansour enters ) 
MPA Nes 101U Rk 
Greetings, son-in-law ! 
iis 1 ee 
Greetings. 
MANSOUR 


Well; have you talked with Turquoise ? 


Dep Bar pags 1 
I have not met her yet. She is strolling about the 


gardens. 
M “2 N so UR 


And you haven’t dared present yourself to her? 


(citer bere sns cr 
Why not? Isn’t my appearance all it should be? 


MAN Ss OfU BR 
Oh, yes; yes! But I thought you might be timid. 
(rere Der Aws 
I know how to talk to women. 


IM AGN SO) Ger 


Humph! 


(70 Ton RPeee {GAA TA TOG Use as 


Lew BE ees 


Ruby and Opal gave me some valuable lessons, or 
rather they revealed to me my real nature, my com- 
manding destiny. 


MACNN SO. UR 
Ah! 


qe igo y Uwe a 
I am an animal of prey! 


MANSOUR 
Yes? 
1b Geis Vee AR 


I am destined to make conquests. 


MP ASNESn ONE: 


~ Over what? 
SP Geban dey ae eee 
Women! 
IMAGEN SuOr UaR 
No! 


Lericee a bare own 
But I have some scruples. I’m afraid I shall be a 
philandering husband. I wouldn’t like to make Tur- 
quoise weep — like Elvira. 

MaNSOUR 

Elvira? 

GU bean gy aye 
The wife of Don Juan. For a little while, sir. 


Ber Usiey AN DP rE eeb Ee sAiser | I 7e 


MUA NiS*O WR 
You are going? 
ow ©) Boe AS Tr 


Iam going to walk and meditate. I'll see you again 
soon. 


( He leaves. As soon as the Beast is out of sight Mansour indicates that 
he thinks him mad. He shrugs his shoulders, and calls. ) 


MaNsSouUR 
Violet! Violet! 


VV ae O Lee er 
( Appearing ) 
My master! 


MAN Ss 0 U R 


I’m afraid the marriage of Turquoise is broken off. 


Veteortn ert 
Well, now! She is too pretty, too young, and too rich 
to marry a monster. 
MaNSOUR 


It’s the monster who breaks off the marriage. 


Viigo. beet 
Wise fellow! He’s sure he’ll be deceived. 


MUAUNTS~O U_E: 


He’s a fool! He’s afraid he’ll be faithless! He de- 
clares he’s a regular Don Juan! To tell you the truth, 
I fear that Ruby and Opal have persuaded him—— 
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Wades (6) Tyas ae 
That he’s handsome ? 


MAAUINESnO. UPR: 


That he has charms. You may succumb to his seduc- 
tiveness. You haven’t seen him yet? 


VeTOst Eel 
Sir, I distrust that negative quality — charm. When 
a person is ugly, we always grant him this consoling 
attribute — charm. 
MANSOUR 
You judge women’s faces severely because you are so 
beautiful. 
Vitor bet 
Women who are not beautiful judge them still more 
severely. 
MANSOUR 
Oh, Violet, but you women are peculiar! It is certain 
that Ruby and Opal have found this beast quite to 
their taste. They are my own daughters, but I can 
not understand them. ° 


Veron Een 
They are not the least alike. 


MANSOUR 


Nor like me. Don’t you marvel at the way young 
mothers reflect the influence of persons and things? 
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VeTLORES EAT: 


They do say that longing for a certain fruit can mark 


the body of the unborn child. 


MaNSOUR 
And there are moral and intellectual imprints, if I 
may call them so. Before my daughter Ruby was 
born, an officer frequented our house. He talked 
usually of war and glory. My wife listened to his 
stories. Thus my daughter Ruby has the spirit of a 
conqueror. 


Vil Ofer 1 
Admirable! 


NMSAUNG Ss OF ul 
Before Opal was born we had a musician friend who 
was curious about refined pleasures. He had disquiet- 
ing interests. That is why Opal seeks rare sensations. 
WET (oy io) a8 


But Turquoise ° She is directness itself. 


MANSOUR 
My wife had been very ill. She was somewhat older 
and no longer received the homage of young men. 
We remained more alone together just before Tur- 
quoise was born. So she is not at all complex. She 
resembles me. 
VaT LORE bet 


Master, you please me beyond words. 
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M AN s*O7U'R 
I’m going off to smoke some of my fragrant tobacco, 
blond as her hair, before dinner. Life is sweet and 
we must render thanks to the gods. 


Vite One rei 


I shall gather some flowers and arrange them in the 
room while you dream among the filmy blue spirals. 


MEAN SeOrunn 
Come soon, my little Violet. 
( He disappears ) 
Vororl- rer 
I shall follow you. 
( Violet gathers flowers while she sings ) 
I have a long journey to take, 
But who will accompany me? 
( The Beast appears, regards her and finally speaks with a fatuous air. ) 
rors (Bere ser 
Greetings, Little One! 


( She turns her head, and shrieks ) 
Oh! The monster! The horror! 


(She flees. He remains amazed. Then his astonishment changes to 
grief. ) 


Tae BEA s 7 
I’ve heard the truth! Woe’s me! I was mad enough 
to forget my ugliness. 


(He is overwhelmed. Turquoise enters and sinks to her knees near 
him. ) 
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eR Os On OrieseD 
You are suffering? 
ign e UB ee as 6 
[eave me! 
ASUAR  OFU4O™lESvE 
Why do you drive me away? Iam Turquoise. 
lee bee bapeAns er 
I know you. You are the sister of Ruby and Opal. 


You are a woman. 


TeUsR: O. UO 71S cE 


A young girl. 

Aerie Der AGSe Er 
Go! Go! 

DUE Re Oy Ue Oates: E 
Sir! 


AR GD OB ge NS ae 


If you want jewels or gold, my steward will lead you 
to my treasures. You may carry off as much as you 
please. My people will load your mules and slaves. 
Do you want these gardens, my palace, as well? You 
may have everything! But do not give me thanks. 
Do not pretend for me a regard you can not feel. 
Leave me — alone — in a cavern! 


‘ea REO Ui O 14S E 


Sir, if you go to a cavern, there in that cavern will be 


my felicity. 


770 UA REE “GALAN TP Aas 


tHe | Bee Aes © 
Your pure looks, your innocent voice make you more 


to be feared than the others. 


FURR Oe UO nlasee: 
The others? 
leitae, ep reeles Tr 
Are you ready to live with me in solitude? 
TUR OG UO 1s & 
Yes, my lord. 
SL Pt Be ee pe Ause i 


But you do not know me. You are seeing me for the 
first time. 


TU tReOeUeOrlaseE 
I have so often dreamed of you. 
Tit © Buren set 
I am brutal. 
‘li RO Uno See 
Because you are unfortunate. But, with me, you will 
become affectionate and mild. 
THe BE Ast 


You believe then that you bring me happiness? 


J GR Om oO 1s E 


Yes — because I bring you my love. 


Die SUal Ya AeN Det H BG BAST) 9177 


1 BR Es ST 


Love! But it’s not possible that you can be telling the 
truth! Your blue eyes, your girlish voice — they are 
not honest! 

TS OeRe One Or lesar 


Why do you doubt me? 


Tae) Boreas 5 


Because I know myself. Just look at me. I am a 
monster ! 
IUERe OsUEO. Sar 


I see the fire of your eyes. 


tH eo Be ee Ars Tr 
My hands are not made for caresses. 


Tomer Osu osisyE 
Your glances reveal your consideration and your 
goodness. 

THE BIA SE 
Iam ugly —I am hideous. 

Ue) 0!) O81 SEE 


I love you. 
( He takes the head of Turquoise tenderly ) 


diyeeis US Fe eG ae 


Let me gaze at you and consider. Your glances are 
mild and your countenance is open. But perhaps 
your face is a mere deception. 


78. “IMR E Bie GiAveh AUN Ti cays 


LAUR POPUOLIES EB 
Oh! My beloved! 

Tone Bar Hess T 
Ah! If I could only pierce your eyes, and look down 
into you! If I could rend aside all the veils which 
shut me out from your inmost thoughts. 

ie ReO LU, OL les: E 
There is no veil between us. I am yours, entirely. 


HE BB Asset 
Oh, woe! I can not resist believing you! 


ete REO UU Gal STE 
You must believe me. 


ere De EeAro 
Believe! Believe! Believe in a god, believe in an idea, 
believe in a woman;— that is the strength and the 
grandeur of humanity. 
LU. 0.01 ss 8 
My love! 
TwoE, Bea sa sor 
Religions, philosophies, love — all may deceive. But 
who can deprive us of the joy of having believed? 
TUR O Uso ser 
Believe in me. 
TI ie 4B Boa Ser 
O Turquoise! You are beautiful among the beauti- 


ful. 


Din, Uli Yar AGN Dariit cg bi E Ags srs (1770 


Si REOeuUrOn Liste 


My sisters are more beautiful than I am. 


pericope Ars ar: 
No! No! You are beautiful because you make me 
believe in a lasting, supernatural felicity. 
UAiEReOeULO taseD 
My lord! 
AE sea UR Se 
O Turquoise, pure as the blue sky, pardon me; for a 
few seconds I doubted your sincerity. 
‘TRUER EO TUNOsIES? © 


But you soon perceived that I was speaking the truth. 


‘hierar babes oer 


When your glances fell upon me, I felt that I be- 
longed to you. It was a miracle. A superhuman 
power calmed my anger and swept away my de- 
flance. 

TOW RO. -U-O71 SUE 
A fairy, perhaps? And wasn’t it a fairy who gave me 
so suddenly the thrill of loving? 

Pettey COLES A TSE Lr 


Do you believe in fairies, Turquoise ? 


‘SURO sty OLlss EF 


There are fairies! Do you doubt that? 


ico LHR EE Ger vpAn rT, PmAys 


Hobie babes et 


No! No! I believe in the supernatural because I am 
loved by you. 
( They move out of sight, embracing. The fairy appears ) 
Tene Perey 


Stroll together beneath the branches which bless you! 
The enchanted garden trembles. The birds are stilled 
for the noon of the day. The ardent hour! The blos- 
soms faint and droop from their stems beneath the 
too feverish kisses of the sun. Now all the perfumes 
rise and the rays dazzle. Oh, Turquoise, your lips 
implore the lips of the monster. 
( Suddenly the cries of Turquoise can be heard ) 
Ueno LUDO laGrr 
(In the distance ) 
Horror! Horror! Horror! 


( She rushes into view beyond control ) 
Horror! 


Abas AB he is ve 
What has happened? 


( The Fairy makes a gesture, calling all the persons. They all appear, 
except the Beast. ) 


MaNSOUR 


My child! What is the trouble? 


ORp AGL 
Turquoise! 


RUBY 
My little sister. 


Babes tate eAeNi Dy) er it be LbiEeAcs a TOL 


NeucRreoO Us Ol. sr 
Oh! Oh! 
etieb Pegler sy 
Speak! 
eRe OeUPOnlaces 
O my good Fairy! O my father! O my sisters! And 
you, my brothers-in-law! And you, Violet. 
MAN s-0.UR 
But what is it? 
‘Leuk OT UeO. 1 SE 
I had gone with my beloved into the shade. 
Weak Teed eo: Ge 
With the monster? 
ee EA trey. 


Violet! 
LotR OvwnOl Soe 


We were close to each other. 
Oipe st 
Oh! Turquoise! 
iW REO) UO S45 
I was troubled! I no longer knew what I was 


doing! — 
Rew sey 


He will make reparation, my sister, reparation! 
(MeUeR Oo UrOn Ss |e 


I don’t understand. 


Tho, Tere 1G At ANG eee eres 


MPAGN@s Or Um 
Come now! Be definite! Just what happened? 
[Re On Ur Onles ae 
( Lowering her eyes ) 
I felt his kiss on my lips. I thought I was dying. 
@PrAL 
But you recovered. What then? 


TL tGeRe Oru Onl 6b 
Imagine my astonishment and indignation. It was 
no longer the monster who held me in his arms. It 
was a handsome young prince. 

De eh is NE Ne ie 


Prince Charming! 


TUR. O UO. [7ser 


Oh! My good Fairy! How ridiculous he seemed! 


Tee PAR ey 


Fate decreed that a kiss from a loving young maiden 
should change the monster to a charming young 
prince. 


MANSOUR 
What? My son-in-law is a prince? 
OC) prAay 


Are you happy, Turquoise? 
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Rv sy 
You should rejoice! 


VeGeRe ont Onl eseE 
You should have warned me! Here I was smitten by 
an exceptional being, and all of a sudden, my fiancé 
becomes an ordinary distinguished young man. 


VetsORLerer 


Are you going to refuse a good looking suitor? 


TIGaR Olt) OF ies FE 


He seemed too handsome. He looks like Yeroum. 


OapeNe te 
Well? 
YER O50 M 
( Who has remained at one side with Rock ) 
We didn’t intend to take any part in this intimate 
family matter, but since you mention my name — 


OMe, 
My dear Yeroum! 
Reo Bey 


Rock, my beloved! 


TW Rk OU O 1-S7e 


Yet I think my prince 1s not so delicate as the charm- 


ing Yeroum! 
( The Prince enters ) 


Utena eRe N CLE 
I dare not approach. 
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AL eRe OL USO. Lesa 


( Without looking at him ) 


And I dare not look at you. 


MANSOUR 


(In a low voice to Turquoise ) 
He’s a fine young man! 


Opp Art 
(In the same tone to her ) 
; | 
Lovely glance! 
Rar Bay 
( Also to Turquoise ) 
Well brought up! 
VeT.Osug bat 
( Following the others ) 


Beautiful manners! 


YJEORSOLUUM 
( Also to Turquoise ) 
Quite elegant! 
Reorcek 


( Aside to her ) 
Rich costume! , 


Assad (ia a Ne 


( To Turquoise ) 
He is charming! 


T me P eine £ 


I am happy over this extraordinary transformation 
because it proves to me that you loved the monster 
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sincerely and you regret his disappearance. But aren’t 
you going to let me try to win your 

Iw Re OLUe Or SE 
The being I adored exists no longer! 


Jct be IeeRaICN: Cer 


He still lives. I implore you, Turquoise, to look at 
me, to listen to me. 


‘ete ReG) Us Ost Sok 


I do not want to look at you. I do not want to listen 
to you. 
Ta bo Pe RYN E 
Yet you are listening to me. 
( He draws near ) 
I love you, Turquoise, and you will be my wife. I 
love you. 
ueReonUeOnlas sr 


( Moving away ) 
Leave me! 


slr be eka ENT CEE 
( Detaining her ) 
No! No! You must remain here! All these minutes 
I have been forcing myself to act as my costume re- 
quires. You must remain! 


URRYO"U-Or1ns 
( Drawing away ) 


I wish to leave. 


T3867 9H RoE Ee Gee Lae Fe balan 


Dae) Bn ieNecre 
You must remain! 


[20s ReOrU) Oras. © 
( Looking at him ) 
Ah! 
THe PRIN oe 
( Rather brusquely ) 


You will remain! 

Tape OeUOIL se 
I recognize the fire of your eyes! Ah! You are right. 
The Beast is not dead. 


seve UPa Roe Os 
( Kissing her ) 
Turquoise! 


V1.0 2 Er 
The sincerest homage to nature is this. — 
That the adventure should end with a kiss. 

Rock 

This tale with its monster so frightful to see 
Will fascinate children in years yet to be. 

YER oO UM 
And how just one kiss can a man metamorphose 
Will be the theme of oceans of verse and bad prose. 

MANSOUR 


The latest ages all will sound 
My reputation, sense profound. 


BeeArie Yee N DTH EB 8 Assi 


My glory spread to worship, since 
I have for son-in-law, a Prince! 
ue ReO: tort is. 
O father wise, why should people hoard 
Their glory —if they’ve been adored? 
erie Ret NC E 
The happy lover who still tries 
To make the world acclaim some feat, 
Is like a rich man who has all — 
Yet covets still a grain of wheat. 
VLE eae te RY. 
The moral of this story true — 


Viet Ontneas 


Listen close! Tis meant for you! 


Hee RA TERY, 
To win, you lovers, what you prize 
Use more than speeches, vows, and sighs. 
Zeus who to swan and bull could turn 
Knew very well why women yearn. 


Oya 
; ( Dreamily ) 

But he was slightly — too — too — rude! 
ReoaBer 


He was also the golden shower 
And thus o’er Danaé won his power. 


Toc (LHR mE (GALA Nee wees 


OppeAeL 
I was dreaming of another case. 
As a lover, Zeus was no romanticist. 
He knew our feminine souls —a psychologist! 


ViiO Leet 

( To the audience ) 

So, sirs, use all your strongest arts 
To win our shrinking, timid hearts. 


Speman Van IN beens 


Imitate the great divinity, 
Resort to mild brutality. 
OTRALE 
( Leaning toward Yeroum ) 
Know, even the proudest seeming mind, 
To usual love may be inclined. 
LG Ror Ol ssee 
( Putting her mouth up to the Prince ) 
This single truth I know, at least, 
My sincere kiss I give you— Beast! 


% 


CURA len 


The Slippers of Aphrodite 


P-BeReSeO UNS © LUN@ ee ie peer a 
LE 
ASPaii eRe 4b aiat te 
Lee) C7 pCula Reh sas 
MINERVA 
NYMPH OF THE WAVES 
i Bree Y.0rue rT Ho 
Joe. Roop eE § A ue 
‘lee Hen EOC AN: Scar ON 
Teenie MAN 
DAS Gr Ee Res 


A forest beside the sea. Phoenicia. Long ago. 
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Wao the curtain rises, Aphrodite is reclining upon a 
couch of roses. The Nymph of the Waves approaches her. 


NyMPH 
Aphrodite of the white arms, you must waken! 
( Aphrodite does not move ) 
You must waken, Aphrodite! 
( Aphrodite stretches herself, but does not answer ) 


Aphrodite, you must waken! 


AuP HeRnOLDile Tse 
( Sighing ) 
Ah! Ah! Ah! 
I9t 
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NyMPH 


She sighs so tenderly! It must be a dream! How 
beautiful she is! 
( She kneels beside the couch and kisses her hands ) 
APHRODITE 
(In a feeble voice ) 
Ah! Itis you! It is you! 
NyMPH 

Yes! 

APSE R.O. Dale tE 

(In the same tone, embracing the Nymph ) 


It is you! It is really you! 


( She wakens, starts up, rubs her eyes ) 


But no! Itis not you! 


INGyew Pe 
How? 


A vn RO Dit & 
O daughter of the waves, excuse my mistake. A 


dream caused it. Did I squeeze you too tight? 


NymMreu 
Yes! 


AP HW R.O DL fF 


I beg your pardon. 


NivuM 2 a 


You did not hurt me. 


SL Pr RS Or ASPs ROD 1 & 


(AUP HR sOeDnI tr F 
Thus the divinity of night abuses our spirit! 


Ny MPa 


Yes! ( Sighing ) 
es! 
AP HROD IT £E 


You dream sometimes ? 


NyMeuH 


Like all goddesses and demi-goddesses. 


AC PeH Rk OD fb Te 


That’s true! You are a demi-goddess! 


ING a Pet 


That’s enough for me. 


INS SE TUREY LP eas 


ye) 


I understand you. I wanted so much to belong to the 


demi-monde of the immortals. 


NyMPeuH 


We must admit that our situation is agreeable. We 


are as close to the men as to the gods. 


ACP aR OLD Te 


The happy medium! The superior goddesses soar 


about the serenity of the snowy crest— Mount 


Olympus. 


NyMeu 


It must be cold there. 
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A Pe Her Os DEl hE 
( Shuddering ) 


Ah! 
NyMPH 


Do you wish not to leave your bed of roses? 


APHRODITE 
Yes, I must. What time is it? 


NyMPH 


The sun has been up some ten hours. 


ASP R.O Diterer 


How late I have slept! The moonlight was so trou- 
bling. 

( The Nymph rearranges her hair ) 
I have never been able to understand why Diana, the 
chaste goddess, rules over the night. 


NyMPuH 
The powers of night are so dangerous, Aphrodite, 
that the purity of Diana is necessary to control them. 


If she did not oppose the seduction of the darkness, 
what would happen? 


AP HR OD TT E 
It is true that if I ruled over the universe after the 
setting of the sun — 


NymMPePuH 
Quite true! 
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AoP ER EORD eiar E 
But it makes no difference! It seems to me that 
Diana is not so cold as they say. For she did stoop to 
the lips of Endymion. 
NyMPH 
But she arose again immediately. 


APH ROO D Tor 
Useless precaution! 
NyMPuH 
You think she should have persisted in her fault? 


OP eH RL OeDele Ts 
Little nymph, when we commit a fault, we should 
at least enjoy it at leisure. I am going to take my 


bath. 


NyMPH 
In the pool of pink rocks the water is warmed by the 
sun’s rays. 
ACP a oR? 0) D1 TLE 


The day will be warm. 


NyMPH 
But what will you say to me, Aphrodite? 
AC Perehe OUD. les E: 


What? 
NyMePuB 


Will you give me today the answer to the question 
you allowed me to ask your 
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A BEER LORD 120k 
Which question ? 
NyMPH 
You are teasing me. Every day I ask you whether 
you will remain here with us long — 
A Po HR ODI) & 
And if I am forever banished from the dwellings of: 


the gods. 
N°YM Pa 


Oh! I do not even know whether you are banished 
or if you are merely spending a short time in Phoent- 
cia to amuse yourself. 

AGP WR O.D it E 
Well — yes—I have been banished. 


NymMpv.uH 
Oh!— Why? 
APT RO DTT E 
It’s a family matter. 


NymMPpH 
Ah!—then? 
AVP H RO D171 E 


Vharis all —— ¥ ow-are disappointed ? 


NymMreu 
A little. 


Asp WR OW Tere 


You hoped to hear a tragic story? 
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NyMPH 


I had hoped for definite details. 


APHRODITE 


Let us go to the bath. 


(Just as they move off, two young fauns appear. They have armfuls of 
flowers. The Elegant Faun bears roses, lilies, etc. The Rude Faun bears 
wild flowers. ) 


ree es bh Gee Ne RAN 
Do not go away. We have been waiting for you to 
waken. 

AGP Fi R-O. DiI 1 E 
Go, little nymph. 
( The Nymph goes out ) 

ioe 6 SE Te GAN TLE eAru NN 
Ever since dawn we have skipped about the country- 
side, and we even stole into the gardens of the Phoe- 
nicians to bring you these roses, these lilies — 


Tish) chase DakiaLn ALUN, 


And these flowers whose names we don’t know — 
but which are just as beautiful. 


APH ROD 1 TE 
My thanks. 


( She stretches out her hand. The Elegant Faun bows over it and kisses 
it. The Rude Faun stares at her without even moving his head. ) 


ACP HER OED eran 
( To the Rude Faun ) 
You do not wish to kiss my hand? 
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Tones Rec pee Pes ven 
Why should I kiss it? Why give me your hand if 
you don’t intend to give me your arms, your shoul- 
ders —and all the restr 
T nee Eo Gane aN 
Pardon the rudeness of my brother, Beautiful Un- 
known. He resisted all attempts to educate him. He 
doesn’t know how to address women. 
APH RO DIT 2 
But you — you know? 


eH eo HE LE Gk Not <haAsveN 
Surely! I received lessons from an amiable philoso- 
pher who came here to live in this forest. He was 
smitten with the desire for solitude. He disdained 
glory — which besides had never smiled upon him. 


AIP SHER OTD Blaer 
Where is he? 


‘Lean Ed rie Aner OPS ULM 
His uncouth manners drew public attention. So he 
returned to the world*where he now enjoys a fruitful 


celebrity. en 
PHR OD IT Ee 


Didn't he try to reform your brother as well? 
158 By Roo pre one 


I couldn’t listen to his worn-out remarks. When he 
opened his mouth, I yawned. I felt an overmastering 
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desire to skip off through the woods, to roll in the 
grass, to climb trees. Like my brothers the monkeys 
I used to go to sleep in the swaying branches. 

AP RO D tT E 


I love your musical voice and your ardent eyes. 


Toe et SR DE PA wen 
Don’t talk that way to me. Don’t flatter me if you 
intend not to love me. 


eee Re Os) a) Tae 


Child! 
trot areGe AG Near anh Anu N 


We are quite young, but we adore you. 


PoP aR OD intTsE 


You do not even know me. 


Corea Rath DVB Peal OLN 
We've seen you here in the woods these past three 
days. 

aticre et eeGen Net sea UN 
I have thought of nothing but you these three days. 
FAGPTH ReOPD LT T7E 
(To Rude Faun ) 

And you, you have thought only of me? 


(ie Webs RUDE OE AOU WN 
No! 
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ACP OREO Dat etre 
What? 


“Lai kh Raw eee aN 
I have thought of the air which is so sweet to drink 
in, of the fruits which I can gather, of the warm blue 
waves in which I plunge. But besides these — I 
thought of you. 

ACP IR OD Dre 

To you I am nothing more than a possibility of 
pleasure? 

PE ieE She Bob aA Den 
I never had lessons from a philosopher. Why should 
you be for me a possibility of grief ? 

Tae -ELe cand FA.w nN 


My brother, be still! You do not know how to speak 
to women! 


Toe “Reve pre Asan 


Should I tell them they are going to make me suffer? 


AP HR O Diiet.F 
Such a promise never displeases them. You can even 
add that you will die if they are cruel. 
Tae Rapes” PeAaow 


They wouldn’t be so gullible. They would mock 


such extravagant declarations. 
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ASP HeR.OsD 1. Tet 
At first they would smile —if they have pretty teeth. 
Then they would grow serious to say to themselves, 
“The poor boy. He is really sincere. Who knows? 
Perhaps?” They would look at themselves in a mir- 
ror, count over their intellectual and moral qualities 
and arrive at this conclusion, “Very likely, without 
me, he will not be able to endure existence.”’ 

lone Ravip ee FA ON 

If you are telling the truth, Beautiful Unknown, 
women are fools. 

APH RO D1 TE 
No! But like men, they are all vain. 


(lente set eG ACNE Fae N 
You mean, a just pride. 
AGP i RLOLD I T © 
Pride! Vanity! The difference is slight. Vanity is a 
little bit of pride, and pride is only great vanity. 
Tie, (Rip ESP AUN 
Now you are saying something wise. Yet you look 


like a woman. Who are you? 


ATP ata RvOTDElel oa 
Guess. 


ris eb a EaGeA Notes ARC IN 
Judging by the scantiness of your costumes and the 


Wily 


Ya) 


jyevidsd 
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beauty of your poses, I should say you are not a strict 
person. 
AUP tisk OgDsleler 

Child! Do you think that virtuous women dress dif- 
ferently from their rivals? We are not in prehistoric 
times. 

THE Rou pe Shean 
The deluge washed the earth. 


‘DootE) Ee ghiG AUNer ese ALUN 


Yes! I am certain of it. You are a great courtesan. 


APHRODITE 
Perhaps. 


‘Loe GE ren Grae Ne) leks LON 


You are not shocked at such a supposition ? 


APP we RO Dur roe 


You know as well as I do that chaste wives and irre- 
proachable mothers blush with pride if a passerby or 
a stranger takes them for hetairz trained in the prac- 


tices of Corinth. 
( To the Rude Faun ) 


And you, do you think Iam one? 


2 R Oep Eek as oon 
I don’t see why I should rack my brain trying to find 
out what you are. Women always want us to guess 
their thoughts, their sentiments, their needs. We 
must talk about them, analyze them. What differ- 
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ence does it make? You please me. If I should meet 
you in the depths of the forest and were strong 
enough, I should master you— oh, in spite of your- 
self, doubtless — in spite of yourself, at first. 


ave sive GAN 7 CPA ON 
You do not know how to talk to women! 


AIP. HR-O Dar = 
Indeed, he talks quite well. 
( The Nymph enters ) 
NyMPH 


Mistress — 

SPL R-OsDrr To 

( Annoyed ) 
What is it? 
NyMeu 

The bath. 

App Her oO. Diterve 
The bath? 


NyMPePH 
The spectators are growing impatient. The dryads 
with pensive eyes and the mocking fauns are waiting 
for the daily spectacle you provide. 
rien ee Er CmAN NT anLAn Lin 
( Offering his hand ) 
Allow me to accompany you. 
Hee Roepe —PeA GON 
Come along! 


DOde PRE ree G ae et AaNer PateAtyes 


A Pen ROO Delete 
You are too young. 


Ltt ot ec AN TD Act 
Bah! 
ASP MT R°O Dil Tse 
Beautiful young girls are not for such youths. What 
would be left for the old men? 


NyMPH 


For my part, I love young men. 


Dae ae ean acu nN 
Ah! 
Tbe Rhee Dear AueN 
You do? 
NyMPH 


( Between the two fauns ) 
I do not love old men. 

APHRODITE 
Well? 

; NYMPH 

What is it? 3 

AO PFT RODE Te 
It is time for my bath. 


NyMPH 
( Sighing ) 
I follow you, mistress. 
( Aphrodite and the Nymph go out ) 
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Sree hth DEE ee UAN 
The little maid is fetching. 


‘(i E) Eetee GaN bt AUN 
Yes. But the mistress is mocking us. To win her, I 
was gallant and you were rude — and all in vain. 
Tae Rowep & FA w Nn 
Eh? Didn’t I play my réle well? I was brutal, 
insolent. 
ae Ete Gan bf Paw N 
Your speech was a little too flowery. 
Wem io me Ae A os 
Well, I was as uncultivated as a cultivated person can 
be. And all I got from her was an indulgent glance! 
(2h bie be be Gea Nei Pons HO 
Do you want my opinion, brother? 
Tue Rupr FAUN 
Even if I don’t want it, you'll express it just the 
same. So without any hesitation I say, “Yes, brother, 
I should like to hear your opinion.” 
Her eee ereG ASN) FeAl UeN 
Well, then; she is as cold as ice. 
et ree Reto De Fea uN 


The woman who doesn’t accede to our fervor always 
appears cold. If she doesn’t love us it’s always be- 
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cause she has no feelings. If she ceases to cherish us, 
it’s because she’s vicious. We always attribute our re- 
pulses to the defects of the adversary. In this way our 
vanity is not wounded, and that’s the only thing that 
matters. 

Tne) Bee GA Net be ON 


Yet she has peculiar eyes — 


Ia E (Roop eek oN 


The little maid is fetching. 


eH ek eeGo AN ae eA UN 


You can love a servant? 


Twe Rov pe bao wn 


More violently than a queen ora goddess. 


Tae Ea GAN Chon UN 


There are times when you inspire in me a deep con- 
tempt. 
Tuer Rov pe Fs. uw 
Yes. The times when I say something true. 
( He raises his flute and plays a few measures ) 
Tuer Eise e¢anad Fa ow 
Oh! I beg of you! 


Lowe Rovipen PAu 


You don’t care for music? 


( He plays again ) 
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iter seer ChARN Crh Alu IN 
Not yours. Its simplicity annoys me. 


(tee Rear er Aue 


You would rather have discords? I never saw a faun 
who was so much of a snob. 


( He continues to play. Minerva appears. ) 
MINERVA 


At last! Here are living creatures. 


( The fauns prostrate themselves ) 
dv 2g FA w N's 
Minerva! It is Minerva! 
Mer NGE Ro veA 
Rise! But how did you recognize me? This traveling 
tunic should have preserved my incognito. 
Tih RU Dee FA UaN 
But your shield. 
dock ir can tT @F au x 
And your spear! 
Tare Rou piper a oN 
And the bird of night upon your brow. 
MINERVA 


How difficult it is to hide our divine nature! We 
need only appear and men are seized by a religious 
fervor. From us there emanates a fluid — 
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Tow Revi eee AUN 


But, great Minerva, we really saw your symbols, your 
accessories. 


Tene EL G Aan EAN 


It was not that! I knelt because I admire your eyes, 
like the waves, so blue and green, so clear and 
troubled. 


MINERVA 


You are a wise man. Receive my shield. Receive my 
spear. 


( The Elegant Faun takes the shield and spear, and almost sinks under 
their weight ) 


‘ler e® (beter GaALN TSP AG tN 
My thanks. 
Mi NE RoW A 


In this manner we honor the faithful. 


Lawn Ewe ane LF au Nw 


You are too good! 


Moi Nee Rove 


Moreover I authorize you to place these arms upon 
the ground. 
( The Faun carries them to one side ) 
Doe poh LeeeGaA Ne a eae 
Let us stack arms. 
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veep e Reve Deere UN 
O goddess, I dare not question you, but it is not prob- 
able that you descended from high Olympus to visit 
two young fauns. 
MINERVA 


Such a declension would be contrary to my nature. 


ieee EE Pee GA Ne Ty EL AUN 


Can we be of any service to you? 


AE Eee Un Dake AE aA Un i 


Do you want us to leave you alone? 


MINERVA 


I came to you because I was attracted by the sound of 
a flute. I fear I have lost the right path. Where am 
I? Is this a sacred forest? For several minutes I have 
been walking along beautiful alleys without meeting 
a single human being. 


To hk Ub) Bb OP ALUN 


You see; — this is an orange grove. 


lt Ee be FE GN AUN 


The nymphs from the Mediterranean come here to 
gambol under these trees with the amorous fauns. 
Here the dryads welcome Triton and his brothers. 
Even the land receives the kisses of the waves. 


S70. ‘lencR en (Gan A Net) eles Yes 


EH p- (Rio per ee PA ten 
You see;—this is an orange grove. The fruit 1s as 
brilliant as the golden apples Jason plucked in the 
enchanted gardens. Inhale this delicious fragrance 
mingled with the odors borne by the sea breezes. 
Tac EteGan tT Faso n 


You see; — this is an orange grove. 


MINERVA 


This must be the place where she descended. 


Poe ee Ba, GAN re AN 


Who? 
MINERVA 


Haven't you seen a being with light hair? 
De Ri. Die Pe ON 
With hair of gold? 
MINERVA 


If you put it that way. And sparkless eyes. 
Tei Gore oe beeen 
With caressing eyes > 
MINERVA 
You might say that. Her mouth is ridiculously small! 


twee OR wep eae 


It is like a red berry which entices and yet retards our 
dashes among the copses. 
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CE Eae UE GlAEN cl) ee A°U-N 
I knew that she was an immortal. 
MINERVA 
I did not say so. 
iene Reuep s har N 
You said she must have descended. Who except a 
divinity could descend from heaven? 
MINERVA 
The day will come when daring men will descend 
from it. That will be one of my benefactions—a 
triumph of science. 
(erie se Eerr en Gua Nn Te ATuN 
We know, Minerva, all that mankind owes to you. 
We venerate you. 
MINERVA 
But you love her. 
Tae Ro pr cE Au N 
We are not men. We are fauns. Your triumph would 
kill instinct, great goddess. The other is our ally. 
MINERVA 
Then you recognized her? 
Tepe ku pe Faun 


Tis Aphrodite. Born of the depths of the sea! Her 
body is supple as the movements of the waves! 
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‘Twoe EEG ANer Bis UN 
Her nails are as rosy as sea-shells. And her hair is 
made of the rays of the dazzling sun. 
Tome Rou ps Ek GaN 


We shall go seek her and announce your coming. 


THe ELet cannery hau Nn 
And the grove of oranges will be still more beautiful 
because Aphrodite has embellished it with her slum- 
ber, her presence, her smile. 
lowe Rope hau 
Aphrodite! 


Tews Bay EG ANT BE Aun 
Aphrodite! 


( Aphrodite appears ) 
AYP HR OD 1 Tle 
But who told you—? Ah, Minerva! You! 
MINERVA 
Hail, Aphrodite! 
A Paleo. Loe 
Hail! Run away, little fauns. Go play with my 
young nymph who is sighing, she’s so bored. 
THs Ete aan © oF Asoo 
We may return? 


APHRODIT# 
Yes: 
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ITE UR Topas EGRET 
You are not going to slip away and soar to heaven? 
ASPs eR OeDi Iai 
No! Begone! 
TWoHeEs Eeror Goan? FA cueN 
Aphrodite! 
Ime Roope FA uN 


Aphrodite! 


( The fauns move out of sight ) 
APHRODITE 


Well! Goddess of wisdom, to what do I owe the 
honor of this visit ? 


MINERVA 


Aphrodite, renounce your ironical, hostile tone. You 
should welcome me joyfully. I bring you the pardon 
of the gods. 
AGP eRe ORD in ThE 
Really? 
MINERVA 

They promise to forget the events which for the past 
few days have ruffled the serenity of Mount Olym- 


pus. 


A Ppa Rk OD I TE 
Zeus frowns no longer? 


MINERVA 


No. 
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AUPE HeReO. Dele 2 


Juno no longer emits her peahen cries? 


MINERVA 
She will smile upon you. 
AP Hk O DIcn Ee 
And you? 
MINERVA 


I am come as a messenger of peace. 


A BHR OD te 


Yet you were so severe — pitiless — the other day — 


Min ER WA 


Let us forget that unpleasant time. Let us not men- 
tion that grievous incident. 


AMP UH ROD Tiel ae 
Why not? I am not ashamed at having been taken 
with Mars in the net fabricated by Vulcan with such 
conjugal patience. 
MoT ELE eV -A 
What! Can you without blushing — 


APPGH RO Di ree 
Yes, can. Attracted by the cries of that — husband, 
all the gods hastened to gaze upon my form in the 
golden meshes. I resembled an oriental courtesan. 
But Mars cut a pitiable figure. 
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MeN © Rov 


What did you expect him to do for your 


OPT eRe OLD Tercr 
Love me! Not let himself be intimidated by the pres- 
ence of the gods and my husband! But no! He hung 
his head, like a child detected in a fault. It is at such 
times that a woman knows the real worth of a lover. 
MaINERVA 


Then you are sorry that you deceived Vulcan? 


Apa RvO Dt tb 


Yes, Minerva, you may say I am sorry. 


M tN ER VoA 


Truly? You repent? 
ASP) HOR O.Dyt eT E 
] repent for having so badly chosen my accomplice. 
MINERVA 
Oh! Aphrodite! 
APH) ROD 1 TE 


Beneath all his dazzling armor, Minerva, Mars has 
nothing. He has no heart. And that is true of all the 
gods! 


MPicneE Raves 


What do you know of that? 


STO LH Rete GA AN eas 


ASP THER? 01D ED 5 


You can take my word for it. 


MINERVA 
I am pleased to find you so totally disillusioned. You 
will no longer seek silly adventures, and from now 
on you will remain tranquil. 
ACP HER Os Dsl. Tae 
Certainly, no more disorder will be stirred up in that 
holy dwelling by me. 
MINERVA 
So that is settled. 
ASPeE Re Owen te 


For I shall never go back to it. 


MeN Geren’ 
But why not? Why not? 


Aerie Oni i ares 
Because, chaste Minerva, I am afraid I should be 
bored. You drove me out of heaven; you banished 
me to the earth — 

MINERVA 

The necessity of the moment! There had been a scan- 
dal. Now we call you back. We are reinstating you. 

APHR OD IT ® 


You are extremely kind. But I have taken my leave. 
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MINERVA 
You are mad! Reflect! 


APH RO DLL T E 
I have reflected. 
M iN. ER VA 


Just consider how agreeable it is to be a goddess. 


AGP HR Oa) 1 Tren 


It is more agreeable to be a woman. 


MINERVA 
In spite of all your efforts you can not renounce your 
eternal youth, your immortality. 
ACPateR O7DiI I FE 
I have no desire to grow old or to die. I willingly 


resign myself to remaining always irresistible. 


MINERVA 
What shall become of us? 


(ASP oH ROL Delt B 


You will continue to reign over the universe. 


MINERVA 
Oh, if you only knew the sadness of our existence 
since you left us! 
AQP Et ROO DAI TE 


Tell me about it. 
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Mit Nar Riven 


At first, all the gods were pleased. As they were all 
jealous of the favors you had done Mars, they con- 
gratulated themselves on your punishment. For they 
all have a deep sense of justice. The goddesses, re- 
lieved of a rival, embraced one another. But soon a 
great melancholy weighed upon our assembly. The 
light seemed to pale. We feared darkness and cold. 
It was because you were no longer there, Aphrodite, 
dear. Come back, and reanimate the gods! 


ACP ROOD Ler 


No! I shall reanimate men! 


MINERVA 
Foolish! 
ArP eR O De Tee 
They shall love me and give me great joys. Didn’t 
you see those two young creatures? They adore me. 
They are gracious, intelligent, yet withal, supple and 
warm as animals. 


MINERVA 
I can see clearly enough, Aphrodite, that those young 
fauns are more clever than sincere. 
APHRODITE 


Ah, Minerva! Address is worth more than sincerity. 
Eh! Whether they lie or speak the truth, whether 
they are perfidious or innocent, the inhabitants of the 
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earth are preoccupied with nothing except love. They 
dream of nothing except kneeling before my sanctu- 
ary. What difference does it make what route they 
travel to come at last to me? They gambol like 
brutes, or they pace gravely with eyes raised to the 
stars. Plunging deep in pleasure, they rise to the 
skies. These are compounded of animals and gods. 
So to represent the innumerable throng of my faith- 
ful, I shall always keep beside me two little fauns 
with savage caressing eyes. 

MIN EPR VA 
But — 

As2- HR OD Ime 

Do not insist. This is the time when one of my lovers 
comes to visit me. 

MINERVA 


I leave you. But remember that Olympus awaits your 
return. You have only to mount to its height. 


(ASP ete OoDit Ter 

Adieu! 
MINERVA 
Until I see you again! 
(She starts off ) 

This man in the rich costume approaching —is he 
your lover? 

ASP Hoek OLD LITE 


Very likely. 
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MINERVA 
He is no longer young. 
AP HR -O-D 1 FE 


Then that is my lover, surely. 


MINERVA 
But he is skilfully made up. So then, you are inter- 
ested in old men? 

A Pron RO Dit E 

Divinity should be gracious to the nobility of the 
effort and the energy of the intention. 

MONE Rava 
Until I see you again! 

( Minerva leaves. The Old Man appears. ) 
Tare, Oo pie Aen 


Who is the beautiful woman I just met? 


ATP Wy RIO PDE 


One of my friends. You think her attractive? 


aoe Oo De Via 


Oh! She has a noble air and mysterious eyes. | like 
to be seen with a woman who carries herself well and 
seems to think. 


APHRODITE 


Yes! That’s flattering. People often judge a man by 
his company, and an ugly fellow is credited with lov- 
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ing intelligence and beauty simply because he has a 
pretentious mistress. 

ive Ol1ap: Meal N 
You are right. She is not beautiful. 


ASPereR OD tae 
Oh, pardon me! I do not find her ugly. She is one 
of my friends, as I told you. But I do not understand 
how she could please you. I thought you like luxuri- 
ousness. 


Tne Op MAN 
True! That is a merit no one denies me. 
ACe HR OD iT FE 
Well, then? 
Ta bo Ose pp MaAGN 
So, it is you, delicious creature, whom | adore. But 
you never encourage me. 
ASP ROP DiT TE 
You have known me three days, and you have per- 
mission to spend delightful minutes with me. 
nn OLD Moan 
It’s true. We converse together. 


APH RO D I-T E 
What did you expect? 


Ten» ©O1L DM aw 
Kisses! Caresses! 


599° “Lak EP betG Cr A Nee eas 
AP HR OD 1 TE 
Really? 
Tot Oto MAn 
Don’t you aspire —as I do—to the transports of 
love? 
AGB HR O,D-ly fer 
Young man! 
Asse AON a deh NS, 


Ah! If you would only love me — or pretend to love 
me — 
Aw kh OD Te 


What would you do? 
Tite Ot p Mea N 
Give you gold — pearls — 
AP HR OD TPE 


Child! I have both gold and pearls. 
ee Bee O ce De Me A a 


Yes! Yes! You are going to tell me that your hair is 
gold and your teeth are pearls. 
ASP WROD el sree 
No, my friend. I assure you I am quite rich. Plutus 
is at my command. 
Lain Op. Meas 
Plutus! The wealthiest of all financiers. 
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ASP WORF O Dit TOE 
I need only dive into the sea to bring up pearls. 


Here Or; pee Mian 
Ah! Good! Good! That’s merely a poetical expres- 
sion. 
AvP k OD Tor 
Tis the truth. 
ler tr Olt p pV aAaN 
Yes? Then you bathe frequently? 
AGP HR O Dil Tee 
Often. 
lettre O nines Visca 
I must confess to you — often I fear I do not under- 
stand the mysterious meanings of your remarks. 


AQP HW R-O D [oT 
It’s quite simple. I have a great fortune. 


Tome 2Oo rep)» MaArN 
That’s too bad. 


ACr H RO D-1 TE 
Why? 
eH eae OL eel eAcN 
I fear I shall have no prestige for you. I know that 
women love above all else the presents I give them. 
When they smile upon me, they smile in the hope of 


a necklace or a country house. 


234) 1 eR Bee (GEAR TA ACN aie eb Weave 


Ac PH ReO Det rE 
I do not disdain your gifts. 
THe Own MAN 


But what present can I make to move your 


Ace oH ReOsDelet oe 
Give me all your wealth. 
ee, 6Ou1. bp UMA 


What? 
A PH ROD 1 TE 


Give me your palatial home, your gardens, your 
woods, your vineyards, your cattle, and your ships 
which carry precious stuffs across the seas. 

Tow SOD Mea 
But— 

AL Poe ROD. i rE 

You hesitate ? 

Dhaeti MOM Ger Wes 


It’s because I have a wife — children — 


ACP) HARSO LD eLcre 
You do not love me! And I was almost ready to cede 
to the lure of your words. You were lying! 
‘Lene Om pes Mane 


Iam not a miser. See now! Make a more reasonable 
wish. I am ready to fulfill it. I knew it would be an 
extravagant one when you told me you are rich. 
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AP HoR O:D1 T E 


I want all your property. 


iw Eo O mp = M Aen 
But what would you do with it since Plutus protects 
you? You have no need for my money. 
AS Pet RO; Die Te 


I must ruin you to prove that you love me. 


le pe Ornr DVL AlN 
Listen! You drive me frantic! No woman has ever 
spoken to me so. 
AGP HR Or plist ce 


You must have had affairs with stupid ones. 


AP acres LOM IME 
I have trifled —just hear this— with the demands 
of the most renowned courtesans. 
APH ROD TTmE 


Your renowned creatures were mere children of the 


streets. 
sey io ON ew tet IIS 


If you will be satisfied with a quarter! 


AGPAH ERO Dil TCE 
I want all. 


Heke Oates Do Mian 
With half! 
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AAP SHER EO gia ta bae 
I want all. 
(ep te Ot oe viene 


You are out of your senses. Could any one imagine 
such a demand! Your base cupidity makes me blush. 


ASPoH RO LDeler E 


Pardon me! I can not let you speak so to me. Did I 
come troubling your peace? Did I beckon you by the 
expression of my eyes, or a movement of my lips? I 
was asleep on this couch of roses when you stopped. 


Toe Ee Ost SVAN 


You were so beautiful! 


APHRODITE 
You woke me. You spoke flattering and stammering 
words to me, just as every man does in such a case. 


Leiner Of via 


I was sincere. 


ALP a EOD 1k 
As desire. 


Ton £O. 1 Da eNieen 


I adore you! 
AP HR 0.D its 


I ask a proof of your love. 


‘Ete =O Dee aay 
My entire fortune! 
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AP HR OD 1 TE 


You refuse me; that’s your business. I am not at all 
hurt. I can forget all the things we have spoken in 
the past three days. It was only a dream. I shall lie 
down again upon my couch of roses. 

(She does so ) 


I am going to sleep. Good night. 


ine Ol po M AN 
Good night. 
( He starts away, then returns ) 

Speak to me at least one kindly word. Wake up! 
Open your eyes! Don’t let me go away thus. Have 
you no pity for my grief? I don’t even know your 
name, yet you ask all my riches. Ah! No! No! You 
are beautiful! But there are others. First of all there’s 
my mistress — yes, my mistress. She adores me, yet 
I was ready to desert her for you. And she’s not a 
common sort either, you know. She doesn’t stretch 
out like you beside the highways. She is an artist, an 
actress. In a little theater patronized by sailors she 
poses as the goddesses. She is not less attractive than 
Juno—and even Aphrodite. You hear? I love her! 
I love her! I was crazy. What? I thought you said 
something. Only a sigh? You won’t speak a word? 
You’re pretending to sleep. I know you're not asleep. 
Open your eyes. Just one word! I beg you! One 
word! You want all my money, ch? All my money! 
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The money I have gained by my whole life. Money 
I have conquered from men by my toil, my courage, 
even crimes. The money for which I have agonized, 
trembled, killed! And all you have to do to get it 1s 
to ask me for it? You are ridiculous and vain! You 
shall not have it! You shall not have it! You hear 
me? But say something! Just one word! I know you 
are listening to me. Eh? Iam more firm than you 
thought. I mock at your dazzling hair, and your 
smiling mouth! Your mouth! Your mouth! Well, 
then! Well, then! Take my money! Take all my 
money! All! All! But speak a word! Just one word! 


AU Par Reo doen re 
( Rising ) 


Thanks! 


( The Actress nears ) 
‘A HLE eA Cor Rares Ss 
Well? When will you be done showing yourself off 
before this light-of-love ? 
Tree Or Dae Mian 


But — you are — mistaken — 
Ton & A Corin EB ses 
I never knew you cared for girls of the roadsides. 


Tea LORD aN en 


I assure vous 
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etre SAVGT Rene ss 
Why do you risk your health by coming to this for- 
est? You could have found what you wanted back 
there in the streets of the town. They prowl about 
the military camps which guard the city. 

rior Our Deel eAaN 


Silence! I forbid you — 


AYP RO Di T FE 


Please let her go on. 


Anaise ww AL CAT RU ESS. s 
You intercede for me? You are too kind! 
ate OFT Dp aaa GN 
ba — 
NSPE ORIOL Dal Lee 


I do not know you, but I sympathize with you. 


Ab sivas OR vey Tb eas 


iisccins toume —— 


ive eA CTs REE ESS 
You must be crazy or you have lost all sense of dig- 
nity to let a creature who lolls along the roads speak 
to me. 

Tener Ostap) MAN 


I want to explain = 


NO 


30 “THR bE ® Gar rAN De tis 


AVeyHER.OsD: beter 
Have you taken the vow of chastity ? Are you a 
priestess of modesty ? 
Tene VA. Cet we Eas 


Don’t insult me! 


(ASP hak ODL eree 


I thought you —as I am —a votary of Aphrodite. 


Gh Gee Ose Geeta GG 
I may have the manner. 

AcPeiakrOc Del TE 
Oho! 

gees Ate eR ests 


There are rich courtesans admired by all the world; 
obscure ones who live like matrons respected by all; 
unfortunates who arouse in their fellow townspeople 


a Just contempt. 
APHROD1T & 


And you belong to the first group? 


‘Tom eA Cares B sas 


I am not a courtesan, my dear. I am an actress. 


Tae SO 42 be eM on 


That’s true. She impersonates the goddesses before 


an applauding public. 
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tH Eee rA Cer RY ECS Ss 
I am at the Little Theater at the port. Perhaps you 
go there at times? Have you seen me in Aphrodite? 
APHRODITE 


I live in the open air. I seldom go indoors. 


A) ses Orie any Sh ESS 
You are sadly mistaken if you think you have before 
you a poor outcast. She is a very rich courtesan. She 
ought to be a friend of yours. 

ieee AS Care, Bes. s 
What is her name? What men are interested in her 
career? Where is her house? 

AUP aie RLOLD reir 


I do not know exactly. I can not retain details. 


eee ATG TR Ersts 
A fashionable woman! But look at her. Her regu- 
larly featured face inspires respect. 

Te) (Oa, pe Mean 
Eh! Eh! But she has such eyes! 


Arn eA Cer Ro Besas 


I tell you she is beautiful. 


ASP Rk O.D-Iel Ee 


You are too kind! 
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ee EAT Cele Ra Besa 


Yes, you are beautiful, but men are like ice before 
pure beauty. 


iets ae © or ne Viens 
Not all of them! Not all! 


Tene ee Cel Recess 


And you are too tall to wear well the ingenious 
gowns our designers create every season. They drape 
for the medium figure. You are far above it. 


(NSD MCR ODUCT OE 
Really? 
‘(lr Eee ALG. Tak beses 


One can easily see that your body is harmonious. 
Your waist is not too small. Your hips are not ab- 
normally developed. You do not seem able to put on 
or take off flesh according to the demands of the 
styles. You are fixed. You are a type. You will never 
be in the height of fashion. 


APH RLOLD TL TeE 


Then you would advise me to give up the career? 


THE: A cTrR =e S's 


Oh, you may pick up some fool who will be smitten 
by your perfection. But when he introduces you to 
his comrades and sees how coldly they inspect you, 
he will soon abandon you. 
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Mir Oe pee Meany 
Never! Never! 


dimen Ave 1) Ren ss 
What did you say? 

it aeis 1G) se coy ONE eas 
Nothing! 

AS PeH Re OUD le Tek 


Speak ! 


(GH rE? PAUCETERY Exsas 
(In a tragic tone ) 


Ah! You love her! You love her! 


liane 20 top Maan 
I beg you! Be still! Be brave! 


( The Actress covers her face and weeps ) 


(on be Ot De MAN 


No one is master of his feelings. I have adored you 
for three years. Besides I could no longer give you all 


the delights — 


Laster eACOCPEERG EES S 
You are not so old! 


Tae OL pe MAN 
No! But I am poor. 


Tue ACTRESS 
Your fortune? 
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Tue Op Mean 
Dissipated! 


DUP ae pans! pace eS 
Ah! I thank the gods for putting me to this test. You 
will now see that it was not your money I worshipped. 


APHWRODITE 


No! 
‘TE, GASGeT Rees Ss 


I don’t see why this creature should doubt my sin- 
cerity. 
Nestea TOR AG gor WM ee ag 


She really never was mercenary. 


TS Be eA Gil akon sGa6 


I met him in the plains of Syria in the harvest time. 


APH. Oa ITF 


Just as Ruth went to Boaz. 


1a e PAG ier fess 


You can not imagine how many young girls were 
tempted by the example of Ruth. They all became 
gleaners and hovered about the rich landowners — 
especially the old feeble ones. In that way they con- 
tracted either respectable marriages or profitable 
unions. 


Gtasa AOleoen WE Ao 


But you — you were sincere. 
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(AGE HeRTO Dil TE 
Who could doubt it? 
Tie) OAsCrT Rekeses 
I was eighteen. I was poor, but honest. 
‘igi Oe | Maen 
That is true! That is true! 


Ter ee ACOH: REET SLs 

At the end of the summer I was on his lands. 

AsP HW ROD TE 

By accident? 
Tah ASG Ty Rea Ses 

By accident. One evening he saw me — 
eric Ee Oe D MAN 

As Boaz saw Ruth. 


el WtisEe ASCH TERER sts 
I was following the harvesters, picking up the stalks 
which dropped —and I heard him say to his work- 
men, “Be sure to let some fall.” 
APHRO DIT E 


How kind he was! 


Teo Es? AVG’ T RES s 


Just like Boaz. He had great pastures, many animals, 
chests filled with precious metals, yet he humbled 
himself to distribute small alms. 
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ASPs REO Delis 
“Be sure to let some fall,” he said. 
TS Eee Car sea besus 


Wasn’t it splendid? The memory of his generosity 
will be preserved by future centuries. 


‘Sse, OV pee Mia 
You are exaggerating. 
Aa Pie RO. Dilet 6 
Poets will chant your charity. 
Tories OL Pe Da Vien 
This is too much. 
TE eT CL Tate paces 
No! No! For you gave a crust of bread to those who 
were dying of starvation. 
ASP HH ROLD 1 TL 


“Be sure to let some fall,”’ he said. 


Hen. ~AvCl TR Bass 
Generous! © 
ACP HR O Drietur 


Philanthropist! 

AT Ad EP TACT RR yeses 
And this was not all! 

Dae O71 pe Maan 
You make me blush. 
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THe A ‘cor Re BTSs 
You must know. Not satisfied with offering me the 
grain, he offered his love with it. 
ACpEE Ro OeDetr rT ee 


So old Boaz bought the youth of Ruth for a piece of 
bread. 


(ie be ACG Tere Ss 


What edifying customs! 


AGPeIt RYO UD Tet se 


You did not repulse him? 


Teer AC Gat eRe Esses 
I loved him — 


Tete O ap MAN 
Darling! 

UR aE PASCLT. RB MESSS 
He led me to his dwelling. 


AP HR OD 1 TE 


You were innocent? 


(eHeE A CeTeRvEss:s 
Naturally! And he initiated me into the mysteries of 
Aphrodite. 


AP sras (Obie py Wh Ley 
That night! 
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Sr Ee ASCE Rebs ac 
I shall never forget! What tenderness he showed! 
Age TT R20) D1. Tek 
No brutality, then? 


NCEE CALC Ge Rybw Sas 
None. I smiled slightly as I recalled his order. 


FXaPs HRs Gal) fares 
“Be sure to let some fall,” he said. 
Tine (Ot Dp” Mean 
My love! 
Hehe VA Ce Teno e ccns 
After that I remained with him. He had me take 
singing lessons. He developed my spirit as well as 
my body. I became an actress. And today he casts 
me off ! 
ASP TRIO D iE 
No! He will stay with you. 
Litre Oo a igen 
But — : 
AP HERO DIT & 
He has offered me a precious gift which I can not 
accept. 
ASE IArG AR weness 


You dare offer a precious gift to another woman be- 
sides me? 
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ASP It Rk OrD 1 T 
No! To a goddess! 


Heer ae ATOeT Ro bases 
What? 


Aeris ReOlDal Toe 
You failed to recognize Aphrodite? 


( The Old Man and the Actress prostrate themselves ) 
Le CE e w AS Cer? RObtSG 
Pardon me, Divinity, the impious words I have 
spoken. 


ASPeH RU O!D IT) es 


Oh, at times I rather like being treated brutally. 
Tae Oe D.) MasGN 


At least, you will allow me to make a sacrifice for 
you? 

ASP HeRsO Dt Tor 
No blood! Set free two white doves who will soar 
towards Olympus. 


A ese ay CO) TL by Ee asi 
I shall also deck your statue with a necklace. 


A Peet R0O°D 1 T £ 
My statue! But for you my representation on earth 
should be your young sweetheart. My temple is your 
chamber; my altar, your bed. Hang about her neck 
the pearls you intended for my image. 


240) bk GATS EA UNE aes 


Han GAL Cet RaETS Ss 


Thanks! 

AP HR ODT TE 
Go! Cherish her! You saw that she was willing to 
live with you in your misery. 


7 ee Cae Den IV UeAeN 
True! True! 
AGPaHARSOLD IcteE 


She is sincere! 
The ORL ep SEAN 


May you be blessed, O Aphrodite, for showing me all 
the love my beloved feels for me. 


rhe cA Cerne Rats <3 


Let us go! 
oP HR OeDel tek 


No! You remain a little while. 


Tone O11 Dp) M An 

O Divinity! 
(He goes off ) 

AP HAR OTD IeTsk 
I should like to know, Faithful One, why you were 
so mild, so calm, so loving when you heard of that 
individual’s ruin. 

DH eee ALOaT panics 
I thought it must be a test. I couldn’t believe that he 
could become poor in a few minutes. It was to my 
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advantage to prove my loyalty. It was a splendid 
occasion. 

AVPMH ROD. 1 TSP 
That’s exactly what I thought. But I was not sure of 


it. You don’t lack assurance. 


athe be A ChIO R B.S. Ss 


I know my business. 


OPH ReO8D 1 re 
You look after it well! 


Ver be eA cereR: Erscs 


This is my recompense. I knew misery once. 


APH Rk OD LTE 


When you met him? 


leer AMG TS ReEs sis 


Oh, no! At that time I wasn’t without resources. 
Just like many others I was trying the poor gleaner 
role. But I had many jewels already. It was before 
that — when I started out — 

At Peeks Os. le Tee 


Would you have grown hardened? 


Nero Ee Cor REE sis 


Can you think sor I had a great deal of tempera- 
ment. ; 


ong) SHR Be, Goa ARN eae as 


As? HIR=O Dil eTen 
You please me. I should be glad to fulfill one of your 
desires. 
eh Ee AS Oe Lehn eons 

I wish —and this is the dream of all my friends — I 
wish near me a young man, ardent, free from all 
prejudice, and exempt from all jealousy. To come 
when I call him. To charm me by his graciousness 
and his joyous fervor. To be almost a pet to caress 
and be thankful to me for my attention. 


ACP Ho R-O.D Te 
I shall grant you what you desire. 


( She picks up the flute dropped upon the bed of roses by the Faun, and 
plays upon it. The Elegant Faun enters, and without hesitating, goes 
straight to the Actress. During the following, Aphrodite retires to the 
rear. She looks on at the developments, but takes no part in them. ) 
ree Oy eG AGN eee SAR og 

Sweet music called me to your beauty. Is it you, Dear 
Unknown, that favoring fate unites to my youth? 
For months I have sought you without finding you. 
I ran through the copses, through the forest, pursu- 
ing my dream. Are you the visionary form who al- 


ways evaded me? Is it true that I shall seize your 
poe 8 A Vera R pron 
I have expected you! 
Tie EP ie eG Aan ese 


Yes, itis you! I have yearned for your laughing eyes 
— lying, also; your joyous, tasting lips; your dilating 
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nose, which inhales all the ardent intoxications; your 


flesh, soft, firm, glowing! 


Daee eS Avc iT eR Bes cs 


I have waited for you. O my little lover, follow me to 
my dwelling. It is surrounded by ancient trees slop- 
ing majestically down to the river. When you are 
weary of the house you will bound across the fields 
and dream of the shadows in the pines, stretched at 
length upon the moss. I shall not shut you up in my 
room as in a cage. You will be free in my arms. My 
love will not be a prison for you. 


(inthe Pate n Gea N Toe Eb AUN 
Come! 


wie es ACCAT Ra Eases 
Yes; hold me close to your animal body and give me 
your eye in which thought dawns. 
Tue Ea ec ann FAN 


You are comfortable? 


HepemAcGertns Es. s 


Iam so happy that I feel that I adore you. 


(Embracing, they move away. Just as they are about to pass from 
view, there appear with their arms about each other, the Rude Faun 
and the Nymph. ) 


ie Roop Es AUN 


You must not go without us. 


San, SIGH Rbk, (Gra a Nel arh (hr Agyas 


NyMPH 
We shall join your procession. 
dou Be Roepe FAN 
She knows how I love her — 
NYMPH 
Yes, down there, on the soft grass. 
Tos Revs Dir LoAttN 


My feelings were so violent that the pearls of her 
tunic were torn away. 


NyMPH 
They rolled away into the grass. But I do not regret 
them. 
Jaa AS Grr Raa s 
Come! 


( The two couples move out of sight. Aphrodite follows them with an 
approving glance. From the opposite side Minerva enters. ) 


MINERVA 


And those are the pleasures you call love! 


Alp HIRO DT. TE 


Don’t speak of things beyond your knowledge, vir- 
tuous Goddess. 


Mor nen Rey 
It is because I am virtuous that I know real passion. 


A Pint RIO D I Tle 
You think so? 
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MiuINE RV 4 


The Old Man, the Actress, the Fauns, the Nymph 
merely go through the actions of loving. 


ATH REOn Del “ree 
So that’s it! 
MaiN ER VA 
Begone, light Goddess; true lovers will always turn 
from your easy intoxication. 
AGE I ReOeD 1 t. E 


And be drawn by your thought? 


MINERVA 
Most assuredly! 
iP RPOMD lete 


Then you are the goddess of love? 


MPTIN ECR yA 
Yes, if love resides within the heart and in the mind. 
AGP oly Rh OsD ate nar 


Oho! 


MIiGN Eek vi A 
Real lovers, let me tell you, are united by their senti- 
ments and thoughts. 
Avior ReOw Dell 6 


How can you know you love a person before being 
held in his arms? 
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MINERVA 
You make me blush! 


ACP HR OD 11 & 
Drawn by his intelligence and character, just suppose 
his lips are not enticing? Enraptured by his genius 
and his heroism, his touch fails to stir in you the thrill 
you yearn for! 

Mir N ER VA 

Impossible ! 

ACPO RLOP Ds Th Tee 
If this is not true, then all great men would be 
adored. What would be left for the mediocre and 
the great crowd of less fortunate ones? 


MINERVA 
You are the goddess of the lower orders! 


APeHL PO Dil Ter 

Of all the lowly! You may hold in contempt the at- 
tractions of the flesh, you may speak with disgust of 
my power. Yet I am the one who consoles the unfor- 
tunate. I grant them divine moments. They soar 
above the earth; they are happier than sovereigns, the 
rich, artists applauded by crowds. Such a beggar 
knows a joy forever beyond the realization of a king 
— or even a financier. 


MINERVA 
You pick your favorites from the mire. 
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ASP= eR ODI IeT. E 
Often! Why should the virtuous have the additional 
joy of love? Let each have his desserts! 
MaeNG ER vA 


Are you never generous to purity? 


ASPei ROD arcEnE 
Sometimes I can’t help being. Besides I must have 
pity on the young and sincere. They have no defense. 
They always desire eternal, absolute felicity. They 
forget that they are only mortals. 
MINERVA 
If you speak truth, you should not remain on 
earth — 
ACP TR O Deir FE 
And my friends? The selfish, the vicious, the power- 
ful, all those who are as like me as brothers? And 
those you despise but whom I adore! The evening is 
coming. Think of the impending kisses! Think of 
the comforting caresses! 
MINERVA 
Think of all the deceptions, the despairs! Come! 
AS PeteRyOFD I ThE 
My place is here. 
MINERVA 


Do not be cruel. Olympus calls you! 
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AUP RIO; Dilan & 


Too late! Leave me. See the youth who used to laugh 
before he saw me. 


MINERVA 
You will not commit a crime? 
ACPEH RYOeD aa Ee 
Iam not evil. But he must be mine. 


M iN ER VA 


Why? 
ATP RO Delite 
For my joy! 
M tN Eo vA 
Monstrous! 


AGP.H RO. De ictae 
And also that humanity shall hear beautiful poems, 
see beautiful statues, and beautiful pictures. 
MINERVA 
Beauty is serenity. Before the tranquil lines of my 
temple the entire universe will kneel. 
ATE Reo Dnt ei r 
But before my image the future will weep with grief 
and hope. You are repose; but I am life! You are 
wisdom; but I am ecstasy! 
MINERVA 


I am clear and bright as the noonday sun. 
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ACP HRO DLTTTE 


But I am the irresistible charm of dawn and twilight 
—and my hour has come. 


( Minerva goes off. Aphrodite steps back, and extends her arms to the 
approaching youth. ) 


oP WR OLD 1 TE 
(In a low voice ) 
Come! My young lover! Come to me! 


( She moves back, still holding out her arms. The Youth enters slowly, 
thrilled with love. ) 


IER Neh iar Gaye 
It seemed that you called me! 


ASEOHeR. OTD Tire 
I was waiting for you. 


(She holds out her hands. He casts aside a small sack, and springs 
towards her. ) 


eHepte ts OnUeT 
You — whom I love! 


ASPatty RrOuDil Tok 
Hush! Do not speak imprudent words. 
lene You. TH 
I adore you! 
ACP RO Dil TE 
How do you know that you like a fruit before you 


taste it? 
etn bee ay CO th © 


My fingers know the sweetness of your arms and 
shoulders. I inhale the perfume of your hair. And 
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leaning over you, I drink in the essence of your 
beauty. 

APHRODITE 
You have gazed upon the fruit. You have smelt it. 
But you do not know its flavor. My lips may not 
please yours. 


APM SEs eTown wee 


No! 

Pee Reo Det ee 
Perhaps — 

Tee bees On Ue pee 
What? 


(ps eh e Kowal an iiss 


You know very well what I mean. 


le rieeessy OsUe TEE 
Well? 


A PUR ODT TE 


Perhaps you will be disappointed. 


TL Hoke Yoo Wer Et 
Impossible, All the joys I could hope for, you will 


give me. You are as radiant as an immortal —as the 
most beautiful of the immortals. 


APHRODITE 


As Aphrodite ? 


Tate Yo wr a 
Yes; as Aphrodite! 


SLIPPERS OF APHRODITE 251 


Heb) eR ODel TE 
Sacrilege! 

lige Em O Ur 
I often ask myself whether you are not really the 
potent goddess. 

A peu RO D1 TE 
You are trying to win me by flattery. 

here OUR Te Hi 
No! I am telling the truth! Often when you gaze at 
me, I think I see in your eyes a supernatural flame. 


, APH RO Date 
Child! 
er re Yeoeu th 
And I lower my head. 
(ASPs eK 201 Del Te 
You are wrong. 
ert be ele OqU el ri 
I want to seize you. But you make so noble a gesture 
that I am stopped by an almost religious awe. 
ACP HR oO DLT E 


You are timid. That is because of your age. 


eee OU rH 


No! The young girls of the town do not inspire such 
fears. 
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(AGP -HERVOLD Tere 


‘cet cee ea SOUT BEd 
I swear it. 


AGPsHARfOuD ie TEE 


They aren’t cruel, are they? 


t| MEP AES aX COU aes 


I’m not so old. Quite naturally they are not afraid of 
me. 
ACP ORY O Dir te 


You are modest. Confess that all of them desire your 
kisses. 

lie Xo eae i ' 
You are mocking me. 


AC Paio Re Ors iel 
No! 


lH Bee on ers 
They are more attracted by one of my comrades — 


he’s a blacksmith. 


AG Par) R30 4st (PRE 
Like Vulcan! The stupid things! 
tise. e)Onuw ar 
He can easily swing the sledge hammer, and his 


brawny arms are like venerable oak. 


APP HERO D Ir E 
Yes! We have all been won by physical force. 


Siiprers: oF AHR O DIT E 


i EP WY fou TH 
You see! 


AUP HR] Oe D 1 TE 
But we always repent it! 


THe You Te 


23 


Then they are very fond of one of my friends who 
tells good stories. He is not handsome, but they can’t 


keep their faces straight before his grimaces. 


ASP ReO 1D Terr 


Make them laugh! Make them laugh! 


(ie ere | OnUmTeT 


But I am not droll; I am not powerful. I can not tell 


you — 

APE R-O D I°t E 
I want to know. 

Tare P en cOLUs Teas 
They say I am woman-like. 


ACP HER O.D I-T E 
True! 
Abstr ine YEG) psi 


Oh! You are mocking me! 
ACP HER Ol D bets 
Do you believe that? 


ier ey COU Ta 


I spoke only because you wished it. I obey you. Iam 


yours. I dare not resist you. 
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ASP WR O2D it Er 


Yes, you told me; I make you afraid. 


Tone SOeU inet 
A lithe —= 


A Pere R Osi he 


But I am not evil. 


Lee ey On Ue 
No! 

A PHR ODI TE 
Well then? 


Tuer Yours 
I do not know —I do not understand — 

APR OD 1 Tf 
Then you don’t think me beautiful ? 

Lea Ey Jno We oe 
Too beautiful! 

Aer eH RO, DP: tet E 
Well? And I hold out my arms! 

Te) YOO 
I fall at your feet. 

AUP eR OD. terse 
So be it! But kneel nearer my couch. 


Lei Go Ofte 


I dare not approach — 
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APHRODITE 


But you are mad. Minerva must restore your wits. 


( Minerva returns ) 
MINERVA 
You called me? 


‘LAH ED Ye OLUr rer 
Ah! 


ASE HERO Dit k 


What? 


MINERVA 


You want me to restore his wits? 


ASPs Ry OUD 1 e 


Certainly not! That is merely a fashion of speaking. 


MEI OER Ved 


Ah! Very well! 
( She disappears ) 


Tine. Yoo. ur rT. 
You'see! You see! 
ASP HOR 7 oO) DIET SE 
What is it? 
PerpegeYeoo hc 
You have only to call and Minerva descends from 
high Olympus. 
AVR CR. OUDsl Wee 


This is only a dream disturbing your thoughts. 
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eet tea XO OL Up hes 


She was here with us — the goddess with the medita- 
tive eyes. 
ATP RO Delete 


You are certainly asleep. Wake up! 


a Rae Lr ne 


No! No! It was not a false image. You command 
the immortals. You are not a woman, but a super- 
natural creature. I perceived it before. That was why 
I feared to abandon myself to passion. 


ASP RO Dl Ter 
( Stroking his brow ) 
Calm yourself! Can you feel the coolness of my 
hands on your brow? 
eee YO a 
They are as light and fragrant as the breath of spring. 


APHROD ITE 


( Holding him close, and rocking him ) 


Little one! my dear little one! 


THe Youn 
I was afraid. 


AUP. RIOD ere 
You are still trembling. 
im ee Yona res 


Yet I am no longer afraid. 
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AP HR ODI TE 
You are fragile and pretty as a child. 


Tae Yoo UT & 


Your voice is calm and motherly. 


APHRODITE 


That is because I have a son. 


votes OU TH 
No! 


AP a ROD IT FE 


Yes! 
ee Yon Un or 
Is he like me? 


ASP ek ORD he 
No! He has wild eyes and dark hair. 


Ter.) \s0lUr ha 
Is he gentle? 
ACP H ROOD 1 oT E 


He is fierce! He shoots poisonous arrows at men and 
women. 


eH £2 \e0.U ih a 
Poisoned? No! He is too weak to be able to wound 
people. 

AVPsH ROD 1 TE 


Perhaps! 
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[Parent reer 
What is his name? 


AOP HH REO\D Sl ate 
What difference does it make? 


Tur You Ts: 

I want to know so that I may repeat it softly. 
A PH RO DTT Ss 

You will know soon enough. 
Tue Youn 


I feel so happy against your shoulder. 


APH 2 Oo Da TE 
Yess 

lL. tbe YO. Up Te 
I love you! 

ASB ROO. ree 
You must not love me. 

THe You mn 
Timplore you! 

Ash Hehe OI th Ue 
No! No! 

ere a Oe Ur ees 
Give me your lips! 

AGP HiRsO Doers 
I don’t want to! I don’t want to! I have pity on your 


youth ! 
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1s NGO Bias 
If you pity me, grant me a kiss. I adore you. 

AP HOR OD rE 
Ah! Don’t press me so tightly! Your eyes are no 
longer child-like. 

erehe eeOluUrT i 
I want your embrace! 

ASP 7H RLO Dei Toe 
I can see the looks of the fauns. 

arenes YCOuUeT sii 
There are no more fauns — only men. 

A-Pii ROD 1-f E 
Deceiving and lying fauns! 

( The two Fauns come in ) 

eee tek GOAUNET seb eAr te N 
Here we are, mistress! 
Lae Rupe: Bau Nn 
We are ready to serve you! 
(cree ee Ester Gre Nel er ake UN 
You have honored us with admirable gifts! The 
beautiful girl is veiled in her loosened hair. 
etter LRA Eee EA UAN 


And the Nymph sings your glory! 
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T we ORs cktG AlN FP BE UN 
What do you want of us? 


As? aE RO -Duipr ih 

Nothing, my little fauns. Leave us. 
(The Fauns go out ) 

Tetvb > s\cO.Uer 
Will you still say Iam dreaming? Didn’t I see two 
young fauns? 

APHRODITE 
My servants. 

TAHGE  \eOnU er er 
Has any woman ever been served by fauns? 

AGP eH RaO (Dei Tor 
Often. 

Tore You mar 
Admit that you are a supernatural creature. 


APH RODITE 
Why do you worry yourself? If I were nymph or 
goddess should I be less dear? Should I love you 
less? : 

etree s\ O1ceTert 
You understand that I love your Nymph, you will 
imprison me beneath the bark of the trees or you will 
plunge me into the waves. Goddess, you will float 
off to the crest of Olympus. And I shall be here 


alone, weeping over your loss. 
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APHRODITE 


At least you will have had the intoxication of the 
moment. 
Lust You TH 


That is all I ask of life! But why yearn for the im- 
possible? You are not like women. You hardly 
touch the ground. You seem to be on the point of 
flying away. 

PEPE HERE O Dl Ter 
I shall remain with you. 

‘Daribee YO. Uer 
Ah! I would clothe you in the crude materials pro- 
duced by our fields — 

AO Pit ROO Dit TE 
Aren’t these tissues more attractive ? 

AP aegis NGrepa ihr 


Your bare feet are not fixed upon our earth. I must 
fix them. 
AP HR ODI TE 


By heavy sandals? 

Notte, Your TH 
By gracious slippers. 

ASP HO Di ThE 


You want me to become a village maiden? Like all 
the others? You would lower me? 
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Hehe On rare 


Not to feel unworthy of you. Not to fear always that 
you will abandon me. 


A Pp ERO D1 Tae 


You would impose bonds upon me? 


‘Tone YOsver a 


Yes. For I adore you jealously —as a man! 


AUP HR OUD le 
(In a long sigh ) 
Oh! 
( From his sack he draws two exquisite slippers ) 


a ee Oo Ue 


See these slippers. I made them from precious wood. 
I polished them. Let me slip them on your feet. 

( He kneels ) 
You consent? 


POR HB ODal Tar 
Yes! 


(The Fauns, the Nymph, the Actress, bearing bunches of flowers, 
enter ) . 


Tow t EA bea Nar er Aen 
A miracle! 


Lae Rueben 
A miracle! 
NyMPH 


These new flowers have sprung from the earth! 
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eae, WAV CE Te RTENS. S 
They have the shape of a slipper. 
( Minerva enters ) 
MINERVA 


They are lady’s-slippers! Let them always be so called 
in honor of Aphrodite. 


Tepe Rete Dene OA i oN 
( Kneeling before Aphrodite ) 
Her bare foot only touched the slippers and behold! 


a marvelous flowering of new plants! 


‘ierga NC fenperae ae 


Aphrodite! Aphrodite! 


AP RO Di TE 
( Rising ) 
Yes! Iam Aphrodite. 
( She stretches her arms to the Youth who moves towards her ) 


Receive my kiss. 


aL gthast eye orice 
Aphrodite! 


(He recoils. Three dancers appear and offer bunches of lady’s-slippers 
to him. He presses them to his face. Music begins. ) 


lees eos Tet 
Aphrodite! 


(He falls gradually upon the couch of roses. Every one bows, while 
the three dancers dance around the couch. ) 
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AP WeaR O.D Ile 


Shed no tears, my friends. Aphrodite kills only to 

revive. The Youth who dies at the kiss of Aphrodite 

is gone for only a day. So Endymion expired at the 

kiss of Diana — yet it was merely the divine passing 

of the night. You grow pale beneath the fervid em- 

brace — and behold, already you are reborn for more. 
( The Youth slowly rises ) 


The arms that enclosed you stretch out vainly to seize 
their loved burden again. You pluck from the tree of 
life the new fruit which attracts your desire. This 1s 
the triumph of youth. 


MINERVA 


It is the triumph of Aphrodite. 


Wwe ) Yoo wr a 


It is the triumph of spring. 


( And in fact the characters are ranged as the figures in the ‘‘Spring’’ 
of Botticelli. In the center is Aphrodite. At her right are the three 
dancers; a little further off the Youth gathering the golden fruit. At 
the left of Aphrodite are Minerva, the Actress, the Nymph. Near 
Aphrodite, crouching and watching her, are the two little Fauns. ) 
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( The curtain rises again upon a landscape with calm features. Marine 
pines and cypresses lead down to the peaceful sea. Aphrodite is trying 
to resuscitate the Youth. She almost succeeds. But the shadows of 
night enter and veil the supreme shimmerings of the day. Then fol- 
lows the Ballet of Night sinking into the arms of a fervid Love. This 
redoubtable Eros triumphs even over the pure Milky Way. Diana and 
Endymion hymn their love; and the shepherd dies on the lips of the 
goddess. Suddenly the rays of Dawn appear, and again the dazzling 
Aphrodite is omnipotent. She is surrounded by all the characters of 
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the comedy. They pronounce the verses to give the audience the moral 
of the piece — for it is fitting that spectators carry a lesson away from 
the theater. ) 


AvPoH REO D 1 TE 
After the darkness comes the dawn. 
Why seek a moral more than this? 
All life is round this precept drawn — 
After the darkness comes the dawn. 


MINERVA 
( Bowing before Aphrodite ) 
Nothing can stir in life like love. 
My wisdom lacks deep joys like this. 
After the darkness comes the dawn. 
Why seek a moral more than this? 


(In the distance begins the melody of a flute. It continues until the 
end. ) 


Lesh yO UsT Hi 
A dream within the forest shades — 
A faun who plays upon his flute — 
In vain resist, repulse, dispute. 
O Aphrodite, thine the power. — 
A faun who plays upon his flute. 


ree reer by Gan Neto AGU, N 


In summer if you listen still, 


That melody floats down the hill. 
ave AG TRE SS 


Tis Pan who pipes that melody. 
His music ends the comedy. 
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Teen © Rov bebe ee oe 
( To the Nymph ) 
Listen, O my charmer. A trilling sound from far, 
A dying air, it stirs your blood, it sweeps from out 
the south. 
You feel a kiss upon your lips? Ah, no! And yet 
they are 
Half opened for the kiss your lover presses on your 
mouth. 


NyMPeuH 


This music seizes all of us—an ecstasy of love! 
It interlaces all our hearts, we mount and soar above! 


ACPI RY Orb tebe 
( To the audience ) 
Learn how to welcome these joys absolute — 


And follow in the woods the Faun who plays upon 
his flute. 
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